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P R OL O G U E. 


Spoken by Mr. Betrertor 


O U, who in furious Factions take delight, 
Know, you are not to be regal d to- night; 

Theſe Scenes do no one ſparing Blow afford, 

But Peace and Moderation is the Nord: 

No Side, nor Man on either Side, is hit, 

Me ſingle out no Courtier, Clown, or Cit, 
And if youre angry, tis all wrong, yowre bit. 
Nor let the well-bred Man, of Parts and Taſte, 
Look ſharp for Dainties at a Country Feaſt; 

Expect no ſprighily Turns nor weak 5 here, 
But reſt contented with your homely Chear, 

Iis ſuch as we could get at Croydon Fair. 

Our Men of Mirth have never been at Court, 

Where Beaux and Belles and gentler Wits reſort, 

Biters indeed! and of the better ſort, 

To bare bamboox ling we may chance pretend, 

Or by the Chriſten Name to catch a Friend; 
But to ſome happier Wit we leave to tell, 
Of thoſe who in true Biting moſt excel, 
For that great Work old Bards ſhall riſe again, 

And the Sicilian Maids renew the lofty Strain. 
Let not a Rival Writer ſtir up Spite 

Tn you, who judge of Comedy, or write; 


Por tho fond Parents on their Offspring dote, 


And ev'ry Idiot Author loves the Brat he got; 

Yet ours gives freely up his Petit Piece, 

And ſwears that you may uſe it as you pleaſe. © 

| Nay, ſhould you take his Drolling in good part, 
He owns this only as a youthful Start, 

And ſets no Claim up to the Comick Art. 

So when keen Patriots purſue the Chace, 

The fhifting Stateſman yields and ſues for Grace, 

A to preſerve his Carcaſe quits his Place, 
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5 by Mes. Bracegirdle. 


\ F all the Taxes which the Poet pays, . 
Thoſe Funds of Verſe, none are ſo hard to raiſe 
As Prologues and as Epilogues to Plays, 
So many mighty Wits are gone before, 
They've rife all the Muſes ſacred Store ; 
Like Conqu ring Armies thro the Province paſs'd, 
Swept all, and left it ruin d, void, and waſte, 
Ter, Conſcientious You can fil demand 
Large Contributions from the wretched Land; 
| Expect that we ſhould ſtill purſue the Theme, 

| Tho you deny to us, what Jou allow at to them. 


Bold Satyr they you did permit. to reign, 
Satyr, that Noiſe nd Nonſenſe could reſtrain; 
yen to be pleas d and taught the Hearers came, 
They got Inſtruction, and the Poet Fame, 
Then Strephon's Verſe to either Sex gave Law, 
And charm'd the Fair, and kept the Fools in Awe. 
But now, for Reaſons 10 your ſelves beſt known, 
Pur Fathers Wit and Pleaſures you diſown; 
 Hither ye Herds of Fools ſecurely come; 
Prologue and Epilogue, 
Tour ancient Foes, are muzzled n0w ; and dumb, 


| We Women think it bard, wheo Laws prevail 
That take away our Privilege to rail; 

Maids, Wives, and Miſtreſſes, aſſert the Cauſe, 
In ſpite of Reformation and the Laws: 

And tho the cenſur d Stage no Tales muſt tell, 
Ter Viſiting-Days and Tea may do as well. 
Henceforth, in ſolemn Meetings of the Fair, 
on own » dear Tex and Al their Fallings „ 


E PILO 0 U = 


EPILOGUE. 


| Let no . natur She ſeverely fay 855 
hat bideous ill-dreſi d This ſhe ſaw that Dy: 
Let envious Uglineſs no more reprove_ 
Hey fairer Friend's ſucceſiful Pow'r in Love; 
But let each able Tongue do all ſhe can, 
Let Satyr be the Word, and. the whole Subjeft Man. 


Tell of dull Knights, fad Squires, and wretched Cits, 
Diſplaying Poets, and brisk biting Nits; | 
Then ſay what Wine, what Friends, what choice Delights; 

Employ their dull Days, and yet duller Nights ; 
Lafh ev'ry Fool of eb ry Kind and Faſhion, 
And be the true Reformers of the Nation. 
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3 Dramatis 


MEN. 


Mariana, a great Affecter of the Chi- 
neſe Cuſtomws. 
Pinch, A Biting Squire. 

C erimont, Nephew to Sir Timothy, 5 
Frienaly, In Love with Angelica. 
Serivbleſcrabble, A City Solicitor, 

Bandileer, A Foot Soldier, 
Trick, Servant to Friendly, 
 Grumble, Servant to Pinch. 
- nw, Servant to Sir Timothy, 


WOMEN. 


Widow. © © 
Mariana, Privately marry 4 to cini 
mont, and related to Friendly. 


| Angelica, Davghter to Sir Tmoly. 
VVS. Clever. 


| Sir Timothy Tallapy, An Zaft-India 7 
Merchant, very Rich, in Love with 


Mr. 
Mr. 
. Booth, 
Leigh. 

', Rnap. 

. Fieldhouſe, 
Ty, CW 
Freeman. 


Lady Stale, An ae amorous old zue 


Dramatis Perſonz. 


Mr. Betterton. 


„ 
Verbruggen. | 


Lech. 


Jun Bracegirdle« 5 


Mrs. Mount fort. 


| | JFF 
Mrs. e 2þ PEE Mrs, Lawſon. 


| Servants belonging t to Si i Timah, Two Whores: 


THE 


A CT I. SCENE L 
SCENE, A Country Town. 
Enter CL ERIMOxXR r. 5 
8 Riendly ſtays ſomewhat long, for ſo 
com _ paſſionate a Perſon as he ſeems to be. 
2 22 This Lazineſs in Love looks as if Ma- 
M trimony hadgone before, and the beſt 


part of the Buſineſs had been over. 
Oh Trick! N 


Enter Trick. 


neee, | 
Trick. He'll be here in a minute, Sir; juſt get rid of 2 
little Migfortune that follows him. Canes: 
Cler. Misfortune ! What Misfortune? 
Trick. My Lady Stale. EL 
Cler. The Devil! Is ſhe with him? 
Trick, Too true. Sir : Your ancient Gentlewo- 
man is a tenacious Animal they ſeldom loſe their 
hold *till they have drawn Blood; tho' to give my 
Maſter his due, he lives after a frank mant et enough with 
ber; — he'll make no ſcruple of dropping her, leave her 
to daggle about the Fair by her ſelf, at the firſt Stop ſhe 
e | e 5 makes; 


— 


A4 


T 
makes 3 we ſhall have him here preſently — See, didn't 
I tell you fo, Sir? 5 A 


„ %% 5 
Friend. Dear Clerimont, I have Ten Thouſand Pardons 
to beg of you; I treſpaſs upon your Patience at a ſtrange 
„% ent CE x 
Ciler. Dear Sir, truce with your Compliments ; and if 
you pleaſe, let us come to the Matter in Hand — Yon 
new Houſe is my Uncle's. „„ 
Dick. Twou'd ha? made your Honour a pretty Seat, 
It you had not fallen out with him. 5 


marry her, — he's a fantaſtical obſtinate old Fellow, and 
reſolves againſt parting either with her or bis Money, but 
to a Coxcomb of his own chooſing; who (by the way) 
came down in the ſame Coach with me to-day, —— ſo 

that unleſs we can find out ſome Stratagem to make an 
Aſs of him, and a happy Man of you, poor Angelica muſt 
die a Maid, or marry the Fool, as aforeſaid, 
Friend, In order to that we have already taken all mea- 


Execution of em. — Did the Booby Lover that came 
%%% Ü men ion eget fn” 
: | Cl:r. Not at all. — [1] aſſure you he's a moſt extraor- 
dinary Perſon, and a Biter, as his miſerable Fellow-Travel- 
lers, the very Coachman, and indeed every body we met 
upon the Road, found to their Coſt, 
Friend. The Devil he is! That new Generation of Wags 
are the moſt inſufferable Teizers! — It happens luckily 
enough; for your Uncle has met with 'em ſome where or 
other, and I ſuppoſe has been bit to the purpoſe, for he 
raves at the very mention of the Word, ſwears *ris a vil- 
| nous Deſign to corrupt all our Morality, and breed up 


it made Felony by Act of Parliament, —I perceive my Rival 
will hardly prove ſo formidable as we took him to be. 
Trick. Fear nothing, Sir; Rug's the Word, all's ſafe. 


gives his Country Neighbours a Liberty of coming to his 


|  Cler. He has been there with his Daughter theſe Three = 
Days. you are in love with her, have a mind to 


| ſures, tho I muſt own 1 apprehend ſome Difficulty in the 


cur Youth in the Practice of early Lying; he hopes to ſee 


| For the old Gentleman, leave him to me. This Fair-time 
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Houſe, tho' the Inſide of it at znother time is as hard to 
be ſeen as a fortified Place. in the time of War, — but 
the Devil's in him if he can keep us out now: — I have 
engaged two or three very pretty Fellows here of the Town 
to be of the Party with us, ſmart Dogs for the contri- 
ving part, and of moſt invincible paſſive Courage to go 
thro! with the Execution, — they have had the Honour to 
| be beaten black and blue in ſeveral Adventures already. 
Cler. For the reſt, the lovely Mariana, your charming 
Kinſwomin, has engag'd a notable Limb cf the Law, a 
City Solicitor, in your Intereſts; — if there be any 
thing in his way of Roguery to do you Service you may 
depend upon him. My Uncle is luckily enough too in 
Love with Mariana, to a very ridiculous Extravagance; 
and when a Woman of Wit and Beauty has an old Fel- 
low. under thoſe Circumſtances, ſhe ſeldom fails of a Se- 
cret to make ff oi, 
Friend. But can you, who are ſo delicate a Lover, al WI 
low Mariana to make any advances to this extravagant | 
mo Eo no 88 
Lier. To truft you then with a Secret of the laſt Im- 
|  portarice, you muſt know I have been marry'd to her 
J. urn EN 
Friend. To Mariana! _ 555 , 
Cher, She has made me the happieſt Man in the World. 
Friend. Does your Uncle know any thing of this Matter? 
 Cley, Not a Syllable, I have been ſo long upon ſcurvy 
Terms with him, that I thought *rwou'd be to little pur- 
Poſe to ask his Conſent, | ES = 


Trick. Sir, Sir, as I live, yonder's Mrs. Clever; —  —— 
Mr. Clerimont is in Diſgrace with his Uncle, and I being 
in ſomewhat ſcoundreliſh, or, as your Honour calls it, 

[ Cler.] ſcurvy Terms with him my ſelf, what if we 
ſhou'd retain her for an opening Council towards him? 
Cler. Ha! lucky enough. | „%%%; r 

| ond. *Sdeath! She's an intimate Friend of my Lady 
eas Dy 5 

Trick. Ah dear Sir, ſne hath a violent Paſſion for Mo- 
ney; — ſhe loves it better, not than any thing, I wo'nt 
ſay that of her neither, but then any Friend that ever ſhe 


8 1 u 


had, from her God-fathers and God-mothers to the ut 
new Acquaintance ſhe made. 
Cler. Pr'ythee call her 1 have been mightily in her 
Books of late, 
Tiyick. Hum! not altopether ſo proper juſt now; 

= Lady Stale has Join'd her, and they are both coming 
this wa 
Friend, 1 Let's be gone; —1 wou'd not ſee her. — And 
4 ye hear, Sirrah, contrive ſome way to rid us of my Lady 
Stale; — that unlucky amorous Five and Forty Face of 
hers is a mere Omen of il] Fortune, — I wiſh we may 
never meet her 'till our Projects are paſt croſſing. 5 

Trick 1 warrant you, Sir: And for Mrs. Clever, you may | 
reckon the thing done; — you may depend upon her, 
as much as the French King does upon his Couſin of 
Bavaria, NNE Exeunt. 

Enter Lady Stale ad Mes, Clever. - 

Stale. Well, dear Clever, never talk, for this Croydon i is 
a moſt inſufferable filthy Place, - : 
Clev. There's a great deal of Hurry, Duſt, and Noiſe in- 


| deed, And yet ſo there are at May Fair and Bartholomew : 


Fair, where all the World come. — Methinks this Place is 
as diverting as thoſe are, and the People are ds Dory. 
here as there, tho they are not ſo well dreſs d. | 
Stals. Dreſs'd! the Creatures! why, Child, Dreſſing's a 
reaſonable thing — one 'muſt have a fine Wit, delicate and 
well turn'd, to be able to Dreſs — The Things that come 
here never think, they love Walnuts and Sack, and fat 
Gooſe, and ſeeing of Monſters, and laughing a Gorge de. 
ployee, but they never think. — Well, I am perfectly glad 

I bave met thee. — I'll ſwear I believe l am the only Wo- 
man of Condition here. — I'll ſwear I'm in the laſt Con- 
fuſion to think I could have ſo much Complaiſance for 
Friendly to come hither. — I'll ſwear 1 believe you muſt 
think me furiouſly fond, to let him engage + me in a Party 
fo horribly upon the ridiculous, 

Cilev. We have dropt him ſome where in he Croud; 
-and I fanſy tis that makes you fo uneaſy. Come, 


Madam, confeſs, is it not Jealouſy, rather than Com. F 
ne engages 1 in a t Paries? To . 
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the Man his due, methought he was not ſo very preſſing. 
for your Company hither.  _ 5 
Sftale. Jealous! poor Clever! I jealous of the Fellow! 1 
| ſwear, Madam, you're as much miſtaken, Madam, as 
perhaps you ever were in your Life, Madam, After all. 
- when one is made ſo very much to one's Advantage, ſo 
_ agreeable, ſo handſom, ſo every thing in the World, and 
when, one has ſo fine a Diſcernment to underſtand it ve- 
ry well one's ſelf, Jealouſy is a Paſſion that perhaps af. 
ter all is as little troubleſom as any Paſſion-in the World. 
 Clev. Oh, Madam! all the World muſt confeſs how 
| bountiful Nature has been to you, even to the laſt Prodi- 
t ee 
Stale. Why really, and between Friends, Child, I don't 
think my Perſon has done Nature one jot of Diſcredit — 
What do you think? ha! as long as good Faces have been 
in Faſhion, ſhe never finiſh'd one more to her Reputa- 
tion, V 5 1 5 | | 
Cilev. Ay, ay, Madam, take your Perſon all together, 
you have all the reaſon in the World to be ſatisfied 
Stale. Nay, my Dear, that I am, upon my Word; — 
for, as | was ſaying, I think I may, without Affectation, 
aver that I am handſom, rich, nay and young too, in 
ſpite of all the little inſignificant World may ſay to the 
.. ñ dds C 
5 Clev.. Why that's true ——— that fame World is the 
Devil — the ridiculous ways they have got in that World! 
Tou ſhall have em, when they are vex'd at their Hearts 
that they grow old themſelves, fanſy that every Body 
elſe grows old in Proportion as they do: You ſhall have 
*em,. becauſe they happen'd to Dance at a Ball with a Wo- 
man, in the merry Days of King Charles the Second, 
cry, Smoke the reverend Gentlewoman ; tho' ſhe has a8 
much Cherry-colour'd Ribbon, and black Hair fruz'd 
out as any Toaſt of em all, and never miſs'd the Front 
Box of a new Play theſe Thirty Years.. ng 
Stale. The World is full of Impertifiences ———_—— 
but you may take my Word for it, that I am young, ve- 
ry. young.. . FV 


12 IN BI ER; | 1 
| Clev, Oh dear Madam! you don't think there is any oc- 
cafion to convince me of ſt ! 
Stale. No, Child, not at all as to that; — but be- 
ſides now, beſides all theſe Accompliſhments, I ought to 
Pique my ſelf fomewhat upon my Birth and Family. _ 
Clev. Why, that is very hard now, as to this damn'd 
World ir Sons en gs Pens 
Kals, As how; dear % nent; 
 _ Clev, As how? why that there ſhould be ſuch a thing 
as Scandal ——— that Virtue and Merit, like your Lady- 
ſhip's, ſhould run the Gantlet thro? ſo many Viſiting Days 
every Week, — Why, I believe I have heard a thouſand 
People ſay, that you never had Father or Mother, Uncle 
or Aunt, Siſter or Brother, that your ſelf or any other 
Body knew of — nay, not ſo much as a Husband, 
tho' your Ladyſhip has had the Misfortune to be a diſcon- 
ſolate Widow for ſo many Years laſt paſt, _ = 
Stale. This is pleaſent, I vow! but dear Clever, this is 
particularly pleaſant — the ridiculous World! as if every 
Body did not know my Family. — I'd have em to com- 
prehend I have two as fine young Gentlemen as ever 
wore Gown at the Univerſity — the worſt of em (and 
_ Indeed I think. that is Feremy) the worſt of them under- 
ſtands Hebrew —— And then my Niece at Hackney is the 
- prettieſt. witty etre ning 
Clev. Ah, Madam, tis not your Fertility is in Queſtion, _ 
no Body can have the Impudence to diſpute that Part of 
your Family —— Your Poſterity is all ſafe, but tis con- 
cerning your illuſtrious Anceſtors that the Doubt is rais'd, 
| Stale, Folly to the laſt degree I ſwear you 
begin to be mighty entertaining. Vn 
Clev. You'll pardon me, Madam, that I have dealt ſo 
very freely with your Ladyſhip —— You'll allow for the 
- Siacerivy: of Friendfbip. hm img ds 
Stale, Oh by all means, my Dear, you wrong me to 
ſuſpect the contrary — I have Wit enough to be above 
the little Envy of thoſe talking things — beſides I am 
Rich, have a Fortune, Argent Comptant, Child, 
. oi TEE 
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Cle. Nay; then 1 don't wonder at your being above 
what the World can fay of you. — Poſitively no Body 
can be out of Humour that has Money enough. 

Stale. I think I have ſome kind of an Inclination to 
Mir. Friendly the Man loves me to Folly; — 1 
an pleas'd he ſhould do ſo, and, in ſhort, 1 intend he ſhall 

marry me within theſe two Days. 

Clev. Well, Madam, I wiſh you good Ses but 
the World, that: has been ſo ill-natur'd to diſpute one 

Husband with you, may try to hinder you of another — 
therefore have a care, and make ſure of your Man while 
you can have him, — Between the Wars abroad, and the 

ia _ preſſing Occaſions at home, Men are ſcarce, 
: Enter Mariana. 

Mar. My Lady Stale? Is it poſſible that I ſhoul4 meet ; 

where?” --- 

Stale, Mariana ! this is the very Predeſtination of good 

Fortune my Dear, Dear, incomparable Dear —— | 
But Child! what, are you alone? 3 

Mar. Oh, no, Madam; — the Diverſions of this Phice £ 
draw ſo much Company to em, that *twould be almoſt 
"impoſſible to come alone, eſpeciaily in a Stage-Coach —- 
To deal freely with you, I came hither upon an 1 | 
ment with Mr. Clerimont. 1 
Stale. And the reſt of your Company 5 Ti 

Mar. Galant and engaging to the laſt 8 A 8 Ul. 
3 pler 2 Lady of Wit and Pleaſure, and a notable Man of 
Buſineſs out of the City. 
Clev. I ſuppoſe your Ladyfpip can give a very good 
Account of the Inns-of-Court Galantry ? - 
Mar. Oh, Mrs. Clever. your Servant. 
brought your uſual Good-humour hither, I ſee, K 
. Clev, I am always very much at your Service, Madam. ö 

| Stale. Well, but how have- vou diſpos d of Jour Com- 
+ Mar. All diſpers'd - — my young Squire Was taken up | 

| with four or five fine Lidies in Masks, 

Stale. And your Lady of Pleaſure ? 

Mar. With a-knot of Rakes, — 


of Buſinels 3 Is engage} in an Affair of Conſequence, 


E y , : 
_ - 
- Sam a — — 
r 2 — 
. ES" — —— : 
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= You have Bo 


And my Man ; 
Stale; 


wt E 
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Stale. An Affair of Conſequence at Croydon - 
Mar. Ay, ll aſſure you, and very great too. — A 
Whim took him to give himſelf a t'other End o' the 
Town kind of an Air, and he woud 1 not ney” the Coach- : 
man — WHETEUPON — — 
Clev. I ſuppoſe he beat him. 

Mar. Even ſo from Top to Toes 
finiſh'd him when I left em. | 
Stale. Very pleaſant! — But, my Dow have you met 
with no Adventures your ſelf ? Wy 
Mar. Oh with a very good one, 1 aſſure you: — TY 
_ __ Grenadier of the Guards ms to treat me with burnt 

Brandy and Sauſages. | | 


- he bad juſt 


Clev. Very galant! 

Stale. Oh ſhocking ! But 'tis like the horrible ble 
I ſwear, my Dear, we ought never to be forgiven for 
coming hither, 
Ciloev. Oh dear Madam, be aver, 1 beſeech you - — 
my Life on't, you meet with none of thoſe Inſolencies.— 

Such little wild young Creatures as Mariana can't avoid 
the Impertinence of an impudent young Fellow; but he 


muſt be 5 Grenadier inceed that would attack your HOP ; 


fi b 
57 Enter My. Scribbleſerabble, Hoody and dirty. 1 5 
Mar. Ah dear Mr. Scriböleſerabble! I rejoice to fre _ 

JOU — I am glad you're got out of the Clutches. 

of that a pounding Coachman, _ 

Ss⸗cxib. Ah de-de-dear Madam, your Slave, your Sure. 

nothing in the Earth, a Te- Te- * 6 Trins. ES 
Stale. Is this the Lawyer, Child? 

Mar. The ſame, : 

Scrib. One always meets with. your me- me- me ry 

Wags, and your comical 3 Madam, at Fairs and 
ſuch like Places; . for my part, I came a. . 
pu- purpoſe ——— | 

Mar. To be beaten? A very whimGecs). Deſign, very. 

far from a Jeſt; and in my Opinion went off very tragi- 
cally on your Side. ; 

| TY Not at all, , Madams. not at al, 2 re Te-Trifle, a A 
411 Wb 


Ward he lives in, 
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Bar. Your Noſe bleeds ſadly. 


Scrib, Nothing at all, very good, very wholſomn ; 2 


= I always bleed Spring and Fall 
Ciev. Men of Galantry turn every thing into good 


Humour and Mirth; —— I know Mr, Scriobleſerabble ES 
7% of old, always a Wag. 5 


Scrib. Ah! Na- Na- Nanzy! Nanny Clever! by Fe 23 


Fericho J am glad to ſee thee. 
Clev. He's a great Man at Adventures, — — the 
Farthing Pyc-houſes in Moorfields ring of him. 


Stale, Well, to have Adventures is always a Mark of a 


Man of Condition. Mr. Scribbleſerabble, give me leave to 
felicitate your good Fortune. | 
Mar, Ah dear Madam, you don't know him. 


He's intimate with all the agreeable Rakes about Town, - 
wears a lac'd Hat with a ſmart Pinch in Vacation-time, 


and plays at Picket at the Temple Chocolate. houſes. 
Scrib. Tr. truly, Madam, if it were not diſcountenancd 


in the City, I do think a de- de- demy Caſtor, with a faſhi- 
onable Edging, a very Ge- ann kind of an 


5 Ornament. 


Clev. He is a very Narren be ul the Hoebaade of the. 


two Chandlers Wives, beſides 
a Haberdaſher of {mall Wares's Daughter, have been turn d = 


out of Doors for him within this Half Year. 


E Scrib. Ah me-me-mere Waggery, Sc-Se-Scandal, — 
What ſhou'd the Ladies ſee in me? | 
Clev. Oh that Spirit, that Wit, that aprecable Freedom. 


Scriò. Something of a ſr-fr-frank manner, Malam; ah, 
ah, ah, 


being cloſe. 


Clev. What, dye think the World knows nothing? — 
But beſides, whatlocyer he nt he loves to make a ow 


with his Adventures. 


Scrib. Aa, fy, iy, fy, d, 00, no. | 
Mating au wh Face, 
Stall. Pretty Expreſſions of his Paſſion! 
Cauov. Then 'tis the little peeviſheſt Creature, rather than 
not Pure bel Lone and box with his MiSreſs herſelt; 


Wen 


but Wh- what's that, what's that, Madam! — 
But how come you to know me! ö value * ſelt- upon 
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then the, you know, naturally reſiſts, then an Uproar, out 
comes the Prentices | 
Stale. What! engage with the Domeſticks? * 
ier. Up with Paring-ſhovel:, Blows abound, and the 
Lover is ruefully beaten for the Cloſe of his Adventure. 
Mar. Suffering for the Ladies is galant; and you ſee 
Love is bis Foible. But what hes mou” . , 
ſcrabble to all this? 5 4 5 
Scrib. Ban | 
Stale. His Wife? What? has he A witer Oh unfaithful 
Mr. Seribbleſcrabble! © 
Scrib. Na- na · name her not, name her her not, 1 „ 
Clev. Marry but we will tho — ſince, to her Praiſe 
be it ſpoken, ſhe's an Example to the whole Pariſh for Pa- | 
dience and good Houſewifry. 
Serib. Shall I tell you? My Dru-Drudge, my Conve: 
nience, my patient Grifſel, — ſhe in the Be- Be- Ballad was 
2 Type ot her, and I am her n-n-noble Marquis, her Lord, | 
her great Turk, by Fe- Fericho. 
Stale. What a barbarous little galant Perſon it 16 
Mar. Why didn't you bring her with you To-day? _ 
Sͤcrib. What, about Bu-Bu-Bus'neſs? Inco- co-con- 
gruous, Madam, — No, I left her, I left ber N 
Cilev. Penſively at home, 1 warrant you. LE 
Sͤcrib. Mending the fou} Clothes, and the Childrens Bo 
Stockings; — but let us leave her to her Co- Co-Cow- 1 
heel and Pint of Ale, and talk of other matters _ 
Have you ſeen Mem- Mem- Vr. —? [Io Mariana. 
Mar. 2 Huſht! a Word with you, — No naming 
of Names hark in your Ew, - 
; I Nariana whiſpers Scribbleſcrabble. 
Clev. vou ſee, Madam, what a baſe World ic is, how 
| falſe the Men, and how miſerable the Women are: —.— 
The very Scribbleſcrabbles of the City have Yo into be 
way of deſpiſing their Wives. | 
Stale. Tis too true, Child; and Hs are very b in 
this fantaſtical Age, that the greateſt Merit can oblige to 
Conſtancy ; And if I didn't think Friendly a Man 
that had a very exact Gout for Merit, one that enter'd very 
far into Merit, extremely far, ume as far as *tis or” 
| or 
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for one to enter into Merit, 1 ſhould hardly truſt my 


ſelf in his, or any Man's Hands. 
Cilev. Look ye, Madam, he may enter into Merit as 
far as another, I don't diſpute that, Madam; but how 


will you keep him from being weary of Merit, and ha- 
ving his Belly full of Merit, as they ſay, getting rid of . 


Merit, turns Merit off again? 

Stale. For that, Child, I truſt to tny Merit, tis my owns 

1 know it, and I truſt to it. 

Clev. Matrimony's an uncertain Game. 

Stale. Tis ſo, — But you know we Women love 
Play. — Beſides, Railery apart, my Phyſicians tell me, 


that I ſhall never be free from the Tooth-ach, Vapours, 


and a Scurvy Humour that haunts me Spring and Fall, 


till, ah! ah! (you'll pardon the Misfortune of my Con- : 
Nay, they 
fay if I had Twins *twould be better, and go more to 


ſtitution) till Y bave another Child. 


the Bottom of my Diſtemper. 


Clev. Nay then you had beſt get your Ingredients to- 7 
gether, and go into the Courſe as ſoon as poſſible, for 


"our the Seaſon of Phyſick ſhould be over. 


Stale. My Dear, 1 {ee you re buſy. [To Os. well 


: go on before, 
Mar. But a Word. Madam, and 1 wait on you. 


Stale. Clever and Vil walk on before — 2 Il overtake 
— bre : W 


us before we get to the Monſters, - 
| Rrange Fancy for Monſters, 

Clev. Did your Ladyſhip ever ſee the W 2 
Stale. Oh dear! no he was a very obſcene Monſter 


— he was obſcene, _ very rude and de but 


the Momantegur N 
_ Clev, His Lady? 1 
Stale. Was very well beak and had a great | 
deal of Wit, This is her Day, 1 e if ſhe 


ſees Company ho well viſit her. 


Clev. With all my heart. C Ereunt. 
Mar. Look ye, be careful, and you may pen every 


thing from Mr. Friendly's Bounty; — for Clerimont & 


| Uncle, III undertake he ſhall {ct his Name. to the Deeds - 
Scribe 5 


= Ow uy are _” 


: 2s — — 
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| Serib. *Tis enough; they are here in pu-pu-preſto in mY 
green Bag here; I want nothing but the old Ge-Ge- Gen 


tleman's Name to fill up the Blanks with. 
May, For that I can inform you 


he writes 
himſelf Sir Timothy Tallapoy of 3 


Scrib. What a pu- pu- plaguy Pagan N. Name is that for 


a Proteſtant Pu-Pu-Pariſh! 


Alar. *Tis a Name he has given to a new Houſe he has : 
built hard by here, You muſt know) he has got his 


Eſtate by the China Trade in the Eaſi-Iadies, and at that 


time grew {ſo fantaſtically fond of the Manners, Lan- 


_ guage, Habit, and every thing that relates to thoſe Peo- 
ple, that he prefers em not only before thoſe of his own 
Country, but all the World beſides. Tis ridiculous enough 


to ſee how he makes himſelf be dreſs'd and fervd. ex- 


actly after the Chineſe manner. 
Scrib, Ve-· very whimſical, fe- fe · faith and troth. 


Mar. But huſht! — here's our Fellow. Trevalles, the 


Temple Wag, that came down in the Coach with us, 
Enter Pinch and two Women in Mass. 


Pinch. You tell me you are very paſſionate — 
1 Mask. What, are you ſuch a Monſter not to be- 


| lieve me when I ſwear? 
Pinch, It is really inconſiſtent. — You have known me 


5 bat two Minutes and a half, and you intend to > bamboozle : 
me out of a Beef-Stake., 5 


1 Mask. Not for that, my Dear, indeed; _ but if we 


ſhould dine together we ſnould be ſo facetious — and [ 


can tell you ſomething of ſomebody that lodges at the 


Black-boy and Still in a certain Place. 


2 Mask. Hark ye, Madam, come away, Madan, — 
We won't be beholding to the Pimp. 


1 Mask. No, pray ſtay, Wy; bl aſſure you M.. 5 
— ho is 3 Relation 


dam, I know the Gentleman, — 
of mine, and | 
Pinch. Bite! 


2 Mak, What d'ye mean, Pimp? hs: Pimp! What? «Bice; 3 
Pimp? Will you give us a Bottle of Wine, or no, Pimp? 
-_ And no- 


Pinch, Why then I tell you No 
e told you my Mind without a Bite, 7 


= Mack BE 
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4 Nast. Dammee, Madam, come away, Madam 
there's Madam Footſtocking at the Greyhound —— ſhe has 
brought down a Couple of Bob Wigs out of Cheapſi de, 
ſhall treat us both. — Look ye, Pimp, I ſhall meet you 
ſome Night or other in the Play-houſe Paſlage, and then 
T1] bite you, I will fo, Pimp you!  [Exenunt Masks. 

Mar. Mr. Pinch, your Servant — 1 vow I'm afraid 


ycure very ill-natur'd —— you treated your Ladies very 
roughly, methought, 


Pinch, Oh no, dear Madam, by no means Madam 
IL em fond of the Fair to the laſt degree; by the ſolenn 


Powers, Madam. ee Fo Ea han to is, as [ may fay, a 


Biter, Madam, | 
Mar. Upon my Word 'ris very innocently, for I don't 

know what it is. 

| Pinch, Oh dear Madam, excuſe me for that — no, no, 

bite, bite, Madam, that won't paſs indeed. 

Nar. Nay I muſt confeſs I take it to be ſomething. 

that is very entertaining, becauſe J ſee it makes up a 


great Part of the Converſation among you fine Gentle. 


mien. 


Finch. Oh your only new Way of Humour, —— We : 
_ that pretend ro be Men of Wit and Pleaſure do CY 
but bite all Day long. 5 
Mar. But pray, Sir, as how ? for Example A little. Eo 
Pinch. Why as thus; ſuppoſe now I ſhould lay Sir Si- 
mon Snuffle was a Wit. 
Aar. A Wit! he's a Politician indeed, and a ſeart lctle N 
Gentleman; but for a Wit — = 
Pinch. Bite! there tis now —— Why he's no more a 
Wit than I am a Politician, Or now if 1 ſhould ſay 1 
am going to Moſcow, or that I am to be Lord Mayor, or 
that the Cham of Tartarys my Couſin-German, that the 
Pope's a Whig, and the French King a Reformer, Beauty 
to be aboliſh'd, and Matrimony and ugly Faces to prevail; 
How ! fay you with a grave Face indeed: Bite, fays 1— 
that's all; — you ſee it is the eaſieſt thing in the World. 
Scriò. Me-me-mighty eaſy, fe-fe-Faith and Troth., — 
| Mar this isnothing but Lying — Here I bave been aBiter, 5 
; Man and Boy, 1 le Thirty Years, and never knew *. 5 
* 
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be, that I foreſee already. 
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Mar. Well, I ſee you are a true Biter, and a right Wit 


of the Age, by winding up your Jeft with Matrimony — 


but have you been a Sufferer by the Ladies, that you 


ſpeak ſo ill of their Profeſſion ? 


Pinch, Pardon me, not at all, Madam, only for the 
Grace of Wit, and to make up the troll of the Sentence, 


as merrily conceited Perſons are us'd to do. I am Matri- 
mony's humble Servant, came down to this very individual 
Town of Croydon to pay my Reſpects to it, and am to 
ſubſcribe my ſelf Matrimony's Bond. ſlave to- morrow. 

Mar. And who is the Nymph that is to be made 


„„ „ 
Pinch. Happy! ha, ha, Bite, Madam, ——1 am to be 


married indeed, but no Body's to be made happy. 

Mar. You are ſuch a Wag one does 'nt know where to 
have you. — Well, but who is it that is to have the 
Honour of being your bitten Bride, — for bit ſhe will 


Pinch, Right, Madam, for, 2s you ſay, 1 ſhall bite her; 
tho? ſhe be Bone of my Bone never ſo much You 


muſt know *ris one Madam Angelica, Daughter to Sir 


Timothy Tallapoy, a rich Merchant hard by here, 
Mar. Handſom to a Miracle, 1 ſuppoſe. _ 5 
Pinch. Egad I don't know, that's as the Fates ſhall aps 
point — for you muſt know I never ſaw her nor her 


Father in my Life, nor heard of them till within theſe 
Three Days, when a Comical old Fella, a Father of 


mine in the Country, ſends a S*ryant of his, one Gre- 


gory Grumble by Name, (whom, dy the way, I bit Seven 


times before he could tell how my Father and Mother, 
my Brothers and Siſters, my Uncles and Aunts, and the 


reſt of my Relations in the Country did) to tell me that 


he had agreed with a Gentleman for a Wife for me. 
I receiv'd the News, bit the Bearer again, and then ſent 


him to notify to my Father-in-Law that is tobe. 
Mar. And in Conſequence thereof you are come down 
inch. To bite the Old Gentleman and the reſt of my 
Croydonian Relations, conſummate with his Daughter, and 
beget a biting Generation for the Benefit of Poſterity. 


. 
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| May. aſide to Scrib. Vou ſee this is your Man —— 


beſure you don't loſe Sight of him, 
Scrib, Te-te-tace's the Word, Madam, a Word to 
the Wiſe I'll be. be- bite him, 7 warrant yov. 
Mat. You" re ſo intent upon this Fair Lady, that I'm 
afraid we muſt deſpair of your good Company. 


_ Pinch, For that Fair Lady you ſpeak of, time enoogh 
—— I' marry her to-morrow time enough, I'll warrant 
7 marry her — Can ſhe deſire more? — But for 


you, Madam, I would forſake the greateſt Princeſs upon 
the Earth, tho' ſhe were fair as the bluſhing Morn — or — 
Mar. Oh dear! this is a very particular Piece of Ga- 
lantry, — = but you Men of Wit and Pleaſure are ſo 
engagin 


Pinch, For 7 Madam, ſince the firſt happy Minute D 


I had the Honour to know you. 


Mar, Which was about two Hours ago. [Afide: . 
Pinch, I have really had the greateſt Inclination in the 


World to profeſs my ſelf, Madam, your Lady ſnip's moſt 
profound humble Servant. 

Mar. Nay, I ſwear this is too much —— 1 would not 
make your Lady jealous for the World, 


Pinch. Madam, ſhall I tell your Ladyſhip üben FS, 
Bite, and by the ſolemn Powers, I am paſtionate and fin- N 


cere? 
Mar. I have a ſtrange Iaclination to take you at your 
Word. 


Out. 


gative; for this Day I receive you for my Servant, and if 


you don't like me when that's over, as well as you do 


now, you ſhall repair to your Lady Miſtreſs at Night, and 
be married to-morrow for your Puniſhment, 


Pinch, Od! J like this mightily — ftrangely —- Faith | 
— Od! there's a good deal of Conceit in — It's like 


a Carnival before Lene —— or a 
Mar. Come hang Similes 
Company, and be as merry as the Day's long. 


4: 


Pinch. Od! fo do — here am I that will make it | 


| Mar. Give me your Hand —Pll have a good Opi- 
nion of my Beauty, and intrench upon your Bride's Prero- 


we'll j join the reſt of our 


"Pinch, 


— — — 1 
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Pinch. Or like — or bold ay — 6 or like a Biting and 

a Beating, or like Laughing and Crying, or like fair Wea- 
ther and foul, or like riding in a Coach and going a- foot 
afterwards « or like 
Mar. Phoo! Phoo — Come along, vl warrant you— 
Pinch. Or like — Od! I don't know - like ſomewhat 
that's very merry and very melancholy — Bet. as you 
tay, bang Similes, and ſo come along. ¶Exeunt. 


AS 0 N G. 


2 6 
5 C L OE Buftvd, and frowwld, and o& foord; 
5 And puſh'd me rudely from her. 
4 call d bs perjur'd, fairbleſ Whore, | 
To tall to me of Honour. 
SE ns 
But when I roſe and would be gone; ö 
She cry d, Nay, whither go he ? 
oe Damon ſaw; now we're alone, 
Do 0 whas . will with Clos.” 1 9 


| Enter Sir Timothy 1 Two or Three Servants 2 
louſiy habited hailing in Grumble. 


Sir Tim, 1 OOK ye, Sirrah, I will put you into the 
Hands of the Tutang, which is, according 
to Interpretation, the Officer that delighteth in Juſtice, 
which is, according to Engliſh Expreſſion, the Conſtable 
of Croydon; Pl ſee whether the Laws of this 
Land, as corrupt as they are, will allow ah in Enormi- 
ties like theſe, | 
Grum. Yauſt charge the Conſtable wi' ma' Yauſt 
. 5 me i” th' Stocks now! Maiſter's Worſhip, Sir Peter 
Tinch's "EP: and my * Pinch's e Vans | 
aiſter 
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Maiſter Pinch's Worſhip, the young Squair's Worſhip, 
they'ſt take't hudge kaindly o' yaur Worſhip to put their 


Man i' th' Stoucks for bracking the Boble there, 
Sir Tim, Profane Raſcal! Sirrah! It was the Pagode, or 


Repreſentation of the great Callaſuſu, who was Nephew 
to the great Filimafo, who was deſcended from the illu- 


ſtrious Fokienſi, who was the firſt Inventor of eating Rice 


upon Platters, — Sirrah! if you had been at Nanquin, 
or the great City of Xamſi, you had ſuffer d Death, Sir- 
rah! Death, you Varlet ! e 


Ener Angelica, — 
Ang. How now? What's the Matter? What has this 
Fellow done, that he is taken into Cuſtody ? 


Sir Tim. The Pagode, the Pagode, he has broken the 
great Pagode. . EE . 


Ang. Is that all? 8 5 
Sir Tim. Get you in, Huſſy, incontinently I ſay: —— 


| You have not that Regard and Veneration for things 


which deſerve Regard and Veneration, which any civilly, 


modeſtly, or virtuouſly diſpos'd Perſon may haye, can 
have, muſt have, and ought to have, Huſſy, e. 
SGrum. Yauſt mak ſuch a Raut and a Hurly-burly, an? 
yau'ſt no ſtay till young Maiſter come —— here 
Ve pay for't —— I'fe pay for't aut of my awn Pocket, 
— here bauy another. [offering Money, 
Here's a Raut with a Railazu and a Zu, with a Pox. ¶ Aſide. 


Sir Tim, Monſter of a Fellow! | 


Take him away 


from my Sight —— Confine him in the loweſt Part of 5 


the Edifice, eva in the Cellar —— away with him I ſay, 


5 I Exeunt Servants with Grumble. 
His Maſter will be here to-day, and I will demand juſtice 


of him J will demand Two Hundred and Seventy 


odd Blows on his Belly, Three Hundred on his Breech, 
and Four Hundred and Twenty Nine on the Soles of his 


Feet. Well, Miſtreſs, have you diſpos'd your ſelf in- 
continently to marry the Mandarin Mr. Pinch to-morrow, 
according to my Commands? e e 
Ang. To- morrow, Sir? to- morrow's very ſoon. 
Sir Tim. By the Majeſty of Petin, an' you mutter, Huſ- 


| fy, I'll have you marry'd to-night, and then you'll be out 


of your Pain by to-morrow. Ang. 


STT 
Ang. Pain, Sir ? =— Upon my Word, Sir, tis not the 
matter of the Pain, Sir, nor the being out of the Pain, 
that I ſtand upon; but upon my Word, tis a very hard 
thing to be forced to marry a Man one don't like. 


Sir Tim, Moſt provoking impertinence — to diſlike a 


Man before ſhe ſees him, only in Oppoſition to my Pater- 
nal Authority. — No, Huſſy, I know the true Reaſon — 
*cis not that you diſlike him, but becauſe you like ſome- 


body elſe; — you have ſet your Heart upon ſome of 


_ thoſe vain frothy young Mandarins of that imperial, but 
abominably vicious City of London, call'd Beaux. 
Ang. Upon my Word, Sir.. oh 


Sir Tim, Be filent, 1 fay, For ought I know 
you deſign to join your ſelf to one of that execrable new _ 
Scct, which they call the Biters, thoſe Sons of the Ser- 
pent that inhabits in the Houſe of Smoke, — By the 
Great Lama, I had as ſoon ſee you married to the Giant 
_ Tanſu, who inhabits in the prodigious Mountains of Tar- 


tary, and eats an hundred and fifty Virgins every Day in 
| the Week, but Fridays and Saturdays, and then he lives 


upon old Women, as good Catholicks do upon Stock-fiſh, 


by way of Mortification. 


4 


Ag. Well, Sir, you may do what you pleaſe with me, 
but 1 am ſure you ſhall never make me forget poor Mr. 


VV 
Sir Tim, Ah ha! Said I not ſo? Does it go there? 


Ang. For his Eſtate, tis as good as your Mandarin 
Pinch's; and for his Perſonal Qualifications, I'm ſure I 


know 'em too well not to vindicate em againſt any Man- 
darin in Chriſtendom. =-— I do not know why I ſhould 


not pluck-up.a Spirit, and tell this old Chineſe Father of 


mine his own. _ [[ Aſide. 


ier Tim, Why hearken to me, my Daughter; (I will 


reaſon with her) thou haſt been bred up like à virtuous 


and a ſober Maiden, and would'ſt thou take the Part of a 


profane Wretch, who ſold lis Stock out of the Old Eat 


India Company, and ſhew'd his ſcurrilous Wit in making 
a Jeſt of the worſhipful Traders? A ſcuryy, idle Varlet! 


A wicked Valet! — _ 


K 
0 


do, that underſtand Buſineſs. | 


In good truth I am reſolved. 
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Ang. Well, Sir, if he took his Stock out of one Fund 
that he was weary of, he'll put it into another that he likes 
better; and that's what all the young Fellows about Town 


Sir Iim. A wicked, wicked Wretch! He might 
have put into the New then, if he did not like the Old, 
— but to be of neither ?— Talk no more of him— 


thou wilt put me into a Chafe, and it will be the worſe 


for thee. — A naughty ill-principled young Man, 


to be of neither Eaſt-India Company! 


Ang. Well — but dear, dear Father, will you make 
me marry this ſcurvy Fellow I never ſaw? 
Sir Tim, This is immoderately vexatious! r 


Ang. Are you ?; - Why then ſo am I, and let 


the Mandarin look to't, | 


Sir Tim What a prodigious thing is the Education of 
m Engliſh Damſel!' 5 
Ang. [ Aſide.) How fantaſtical is the Difference between 
an old Fellow's Judgment, and a young Wench's Inclina- 


tions! — Od! I have a good Mind to ſpeak cut. 


To Sir Tim.] I muſt marry him then, you ſay? 
mr Tha, Polltivers, 8 
Ang. Well, I ſhall make=——— _ 
Sir Tim. A good Wife, I hope, Gentlewoman. 
Ang. No — but what's all one, ſuch a ſcurvy, abomi- 


nable, whimſical, coxcomical, miſerable, oddiſp, exe mpla- 
ry kind of a Husband of him, that the moſt potent 


Cham of Tartary, that you us'd to tell us of fo, ſnhan't 
ſhow his Fellaw among all the merry Men in his Coun- 


try ——and ſo I am reſolv'd I'll tell him the firſt time I 


ſee him. 5 [Exit Angelica. 
Sir Tim, Well! — Incontinently this is a moſt flagiti- 
ous Age —— nothing but Diſobedience, Impudence, De- 


bauchery, Biting, and all kind of Wickedneſs — but no 
matter; — I will comfort my ſeif after the manner of 


the ſage Philoſopher Hehung, who liv'd Fifteen Thor 
ſand Seven Hundred and Fourteen Years Two Months 
and Three Days ago, and ler the World rub — I will 

| fend forthwith to my Correſpondent at Canton for a new 
J ro of to 8 


P:goJe 


Fan Graces be ever Houriſhing- 


1 Auen. and \ was turn d out of his Pines for having "ri 
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Pagode 1 will marry my Daughter to the young Man 


I have provided for her —— and after that I will incon- 
tinently eſpouſe the moſt ami2ble Mariana, and engender 
a Male Off-pring, who ſhall drink nothing but the Di- 
vine Liquor Tes, and eat nothing but Oriental Rice, and 
be brought up after the Inſtirutions of the molt excellent 


Confucius. — And I will moreover in the mean time di- 


vert the melancholy Faculties of my Mind in beholding 


the Diverſions of this numerical Croydon Fair — I will be- 
hold the moſt noble Fxerciſe of Dancing on the Ropes —. 


I have beheld it with Delight in the flouriſhing Empirelof 


China, I will behold it here again. — But lo! here are of 
the Frequenters of this Place — they ſeem Lipous, or 


Men of Rink —— 1 will ſalute 3 according to the 
manner of the moſt glorious and wiſe City of Peking. 


Enter Pinch, and Scribbleſcrabble. | 
Sir Timoth y ſalutes them after the Chineſe manner, 
Pinch. Come along, my little Scribbleſcrabôle. 


| we ſhall find the Ladies ſomewhere hereabouts — _ 
Hey! Who have we here ! What, are you the Man with 
the Wax- works 


' Serib, By Fe-Fe-Fericlo, Sir Timothy Dilape). [Afi 
Sir Tim, Young Gentleman, ny the Garden of your 
but 1 delight not_in 


Wax- works. 
Pinch. What then, the Vigo Plate? 
Sir Tim, I am ignorant of your Intentions, 
Serib. Huſht! Squire, Squire Pizch! C os - 


Finch. Oh ho! What, you're the Man that bought the 


right Italian Fairy that was born at Hampſtead ? 0 
Sir Tim, I am a Mandarin of this ee and 


delight in a new Manſion, 


Fcrib. A Wo- Word wie. 5 [Aſide to Pinch, 
_ Pinch, Oh Pox ! that's juſt at the Town's * with 


| Botti'd Ale and Collar'd beef over the Door; the Suſe 
” Houſe. 


- Scrib, Are you me-me-mad ! —— Come away, I tell 


Von — this is a poor unfortunate Gentleman that's craz d 


He was Mece-bearer to the Lord Chancellor of 


the Project, and are to furniſh 
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55 Wit chan his Maſter — · poor Man, happened not to be 
dull 8 to be in with that Miniſtry, loſt his Place, 


hurt his Head, poor Man? 
Pinch. Very ſtrange, Faith ! Odd, V1! bite bim 1 


never bit a Mad- man in my Lite. 


Scrib. Poo, poo! Come away 

Pinch, By the ſolemn Powers I will Old Gentle- 
man, your Servant. 

Sir Tim, Moſt Aouriſhing Youth, I conpgratu'ate your 


Arrival at the Village of Croydon Cime you from 
the Imperial City of London ? 


Pinch. Ves, yes, we came from London. | 

Sir Tim, And do the moſt ingenious Imparters of No- 
velty afford any thing that is new ? 

Pinch, There's comical News, Faith, in the Flying Poſt 
'Tis given out and rumour'd that ſeveral great 


5 Men, and Beglerbegs in the WWeſt- Indies, bave declar d for 
| the Rebels in Hungary. | 


Sir Tim. Sir, ſhail 1 tell you? Iam not conn for 
any Tranſactions which are or may be in the Vest. Indies, 
Sir, you are A Stranger to me, but I deal plainly 
with you, I am no Friend to any thing i in the Vit, and 
am poſitively reſoly'd, Sir, never to have any thing to do 


with Weſtminſter, Weſt- Cheſter, WWeſt- Smithfield, or the Nſt- 
Indies. No, Sir, the Eaſt, I think, is more properly the 
Concern of eyery good and honeſt Man. 


You take 
wy Meaning, Sir; and if you have any thing from the 


_ Eaſt- Indies, fo, Sir, for to tell ycu my Mind freely, I 


don't think there is a gcod moral Man on this lide che 
Cape of Good. hope. 


Serib. By Fe-Fe-Fericho, thats much ! 


Sir Tim. Always excepting ſome of the worſhipful Tra: 
ders to the aforeſaid Eaſt-Indies. 


" Pinch. Why, Sir, both the ene are concern di in 


Sir Tim. Sir, let me tell you, they are 2 wiſe and a pru- | 
dent 


Pinch. Bite! bite my Dear. | 
Sir Tim, ee Sir? why ? where ? what? meaning 
whom + | [staring. 
| © Y 8 Finch. 
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inch. What? why Bite, Old Gentleman, that's all, Bite! 
Scrib. Good lack! how he looks: de-de-dear Squire, 
come away. | 
Sir Tim. 'Tis all falſe! tis impoſſible!” tis not in Nature! 
| Sir, you're a Son of a Bitch. — Sir, I am a Mandarin of 
the Tribunal of Jaſtice —1 am a Trader to the moſt ex- 
cellent Oriental Countries — I never was bit in my Life, 
nor ever will be bit, that's more, by the Majeſty of Peking. 
Scrib. Dear Squire, have a Care, that's a very hard Stick 
in his Hand. 
inch. Let me alone, you ſhall ſee I'll fun him — III 
fun him, I warrant you. — Come old Gentleman, * 
Sir Timothy. ] no Harm, only a little Merriment 
1 give a Bite, and I take a Bite — bite me again. 
Sir Tim, 1 would as ſoon commit Felony or Treaſon 
f a} thank a good Conſcience, and a virtuous Educa- 
: tion, I am none of thoſe: Go, Sir, whoever you are, 
you're an idle young Man — and your Parents — But 1 
jay no more ! 1 would not have any Child of mine come 
near yOu, — for oh Dear — [Lifting up his Hands, 

Pinch. This is foolſh enough, faith! this old Fellow is 

very helliſh and very ſtupid What an 1 warrant 
you you take us Biters to be fad Dogs ? 5 

Sit Tim, By the Majeſty of Peking, and ſo I do — TItake 
you fo be worſe than Popery, Slavery, Presbytery, Rebel- 
lion, Plague, Fire, Famine, and a ſtanding Army to boo. 
—— What a Condition is this poor Nation in! What 
with Plotters in one Place, and Biters in another, and " 

no Body's hang'd for either, 

Pinch, What ſtrange Enemies theſe old Fools are to us 
Wits: — Well! *tis a wonderful thing in Nature, but cer- 
tainly there is ſuch a thing as Sympathy and Antipathy, 

Sir Tim. I have, I thank my Stars, ſe en Governments 
where Immoralities of this kind were Death, Death by the 

Law, —— There are Princes! -— The King of Iunquin 
and Emperor of Fapas, and the Serene Cham! I would 
| fain ſee a Man pretend to bite in their Courts, 

_ Pinch, Say you me ſo? Od! would 1 were well there 

— | and a Kot of Wags that 1 know. 


Sir Tien, aud what would'it thou do before their glo- 
—_ 


$55. 


Sir. 


reveng'd of you all —] will ſo. - 
 Tartary! [Exit Sir Tim. 
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rious Thrones? — why THF hang thee, hang thee 


up, thou wrerched Puppy ! 

Pinch. Wou'd they ſo, old Boy! Come, TI tell thee 
what, that's fair, — I'll hold thee an even Wager that I bite 
the Chamof Tartary, his Royal Relations, his moſt Honoura- 
ble Privy Council, and all his Miniſters, from his Lord-Keep- 


er to his Corn-cutter, within the Space of one Year and Six 
Months from the Day of the Dite of theſe Preſents. 


Sir Tim, What, his e Majeſty? 
Pinch. Yea verily. 
Sir Tim, The Cham that now reigneth? 
Pinch, Cham or Keyſar, all one to Peter, i faith. 
Sir Tim, You lye, and you're a Raſcal, 
[ Beating him round the Stage. 
Pinch, Pſhaw ! nay ! pooh! what's this for? — what 
I ſuppoſe if a Man Py" Scot and Lot pray, Sir, hold, 


Sir Tim. I'll bite you, you bog! Bite, e And 


are you a Biter too, Sicrah? © [To Scribbleſcrable. 


Scrib. No, no, no, as I hope to live— 1 am a Civil 
peaceable Man, and a City Soli-iror, 
Sir Ti. I ſhall put you in mind once more of his Ma- 


jeſty of China, [Beating him again. 


Pinch, Tis very well! very well indeed! It a Man may 


not be a little harmleſly Witty — heh Mr. Scribble. 
ſerabble, help! Murder! help! 


Enter Clerimont, he inter poſs 5, 
Cler. How! Mr, Pinch luffering uncer my Uncle! 


3 Pray, Sir, hold your Hand, 


Sir Tim, Art thou there, Varlet! thou Enemy: to Eaſt 
India Companies! thou Villain thou! | 
Cler. Pray, Sir, be pacify'd. | 
Sir Iim. Sirrah! I will never be pacify Mak thought . 
this was one of thy wicked 5 but l'il be 
Bite the Cham of 


Scrib. Mr. r here has bows a drezdful Ca-Ca- 


_ Cataſtrophe; but harkye, the Squire and your Vac didn't 
know one another. 


Cler, That was ny indeed! Enough! [46 ide, 
83 . What 


6 
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What unlucky Accident was this! Well I profeſs I em 
very ſorry for it. O he's a mad old Fellow — I wiſh he 
har burt your Ingenviry —— I ſwear he has batter'd the 

 Ourlide of it moſt abominahly, 
Pinch He has broke all my Head here, only for a Word 
ſpteking. H crying. 
As I hope to ive, 1 meant no more Harm! — And he 
Has al Blooded my Neckcloth here — | don't know what 
to do, not I, 

Scrib. The Squire wou'dr't be perſuaded, he wou'd bite 
him, and ſo the Me-Matter happen'd. _ 

Cler. See, here are the Ladies — Come, Courage —* twas 
2 Misfortune your Wit brought vpon you, and ſo the bet- 
ter to be endur'd, | 
d Friendly, Mariane, and Stale, 
Pinch. 1'd ha' given a Hundred Pounds out of my 
Pocket, this ſcurvy Bus'neſs hadn't happen“ l. 

lar. What, d'ye turn away from me? Unkind Mr. pinch!? 
Pinch. A little out of Order, Madam, that's — | 
_ Cler, Oh, he has had a Misfortune. Ss 
Mar. You fright me to Death! The Matter? 2M 
Cler. Only a Rencounter, a N or Jo! Hark I'll 
tell you _[1hiſper. 
| Pinch, Dear Mr. Srribblſrabble, look in my Face — | 
How do I look? ſadly! hat 5 
Scrib. Truly that Blow upon your Forchead bas diſ. 
con pos'd your Phiſiognomy ſt: angely. 8 | 
Pinch, What, rutul! diſmal! 

Sͤcrib. But ſep aſide here, and we 1 get ſome? Water and 
a Patch, and furbiſh up your Countenance again as well 
% ert.. 

Pinch, Will you be ſo kind? 1 ſhall acknowledge the Fa- 
vour the longeſt Day | have to live, 

[ Exeunt Pinch and Scribbleſcrable. 
Mer. Thus it hoppers, between too much Wit and too a 

litle Valour. _ 
Friend. The poor Corps Indood has a damn'd time on't 


that's match'd with a pert Underſtanding, and fever 1 


: Jvffcrs for keeping bad Company. | 
ou". Well, for my Part have dedut'd it from a long | 
Conca 

0 


—— — — — — 


The BIT Ex. 31 
Concatenation df Obſervations, that nothing but ſuch ex- 
ttavagant Accidents a tend upon the Converſations of thoſe 
Impertinents they call Wits.— Mr. Friendly, I will beg 
dne thing of you not that J preten1 to any Influence; 
but People in my Circumſtances do commonly ask one 
thing, — my Circumſtances! EB! Mon Cœur! what In- 
diſcretion! my Dear, you'll Pardon me ? 

Mar. Oh dear Madam, why this Reſerve among Friends? ? 
You know Mr. Clerimont and are of your Party — Come, 
out with your Requeſt, — All you Lovers have ſome little 
fond Requeſt or other to make before Matrimony, (ﬀ_ 

Cler. Ves, yes, — as not to chew Tobacco, to ſhitt in your 
own Drefſing-Room — to have a Convenience apart, or — 

Mar. filthy! O abominable! no, no, none of theſe- but 
whatever i: be, l' engage Mr. Friendly ſhall make it s. 

Friend. Your moſt obedient humble Servan-. | 

Stale. Well, Mr. Friendly, 'tis only this: That for my 


 _ Sake, you wou'd never bite any Perſon, of any Sex, Age, 


or Condition in the World; but that, above all, you 
wou'd forbear your devoted and moſt engag'd Friend and 
Servant, | 
Friend. Forbear you, dear Madam? the moſt reaſonable © 
Requeſt that was ever made in the World, = 
Stale, Not that I wou'd have you. miſunderſtand me 
either, dear Mr, Friendly, 
Friendly. If any Profuniption of mine has given your 
; Ladyſhip occaſion to think — _ 
Stale. Oh fy! no, Mr. Friendly, | 
Friend, 1 do here ſolemnly ſwear and declare, in the 
Face of the WorlJ, that from the Day ot the Date of theſe 
ee I will moſt Becel e abſtain, and for- 
ear 

Stale, Piſh! why this i is'nt it, this is "at what 1 mean, | 
this f isat what I'd be at, 

Friend. From any matter or thing whatſoever that has | 
the honour, in any manner, to apperrain or belong to your 
Lady ſhip. 
Mar, Was ever any thing ſo inſuffcrably Il natur d? to 

miſtake a poor Woman fo aukwardly, and turn her plain 

Ay fo quite contrary to her laclination. | 

3 B 4 | Cler. 
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Cler. But if it paſſes ſo, I am miſtaken, 

Stale. Why I tell you, and tell you again, you take me 
wrong. Mr. Friendly. 

Friend. Madam, 1 wou'dn't preſume to take you at 
all 


Stale. Shoo! how fooliſh this i is in you, Mr. Friendly! 
this Rallery is very mal 2 propos, Mr. Friendly, —— II 
vow, if you perſiſt in it, Mr. Friendly, you'll make me 
extremely angry with you. 

Mar. Dear Madam, what's the Matter? 
Stale A fooliſh double entendre, my Dear. 
Mar, You're diſcompos'd. 

Stale. Pm always ſo with a double enzendre 3 a double 
entendre always diſcompoſes me, eſpecially when they will 
mean it in the wrong way, in ſpite of all one does to take 


/ 


it the right. 


Mar. Nay, then there's ſomething in it e Mr, 1 
Clerimont, come, you mult | Join with me— We'll do Mr. 
Friendly a good Office in ipite of his Teeth; this muſt 
Come to an Eclarciſſement, it may grow to a Quarrel elſe, 
Stale. No, my Dear, there's no fear of that, I hope— 
Let me ſmell to your Hungary- Water a little, Mr. Friendly, 
Cler. Kind Gan what a, Look was there! what a 
Smile! ü 
Friezd. Whit 2 | Grin ! | like 4 wooden cut cf Serggan 
before a Jeſt-Book. _ 
Clir. Oh Brute! go to the Lady, * Shame. 5 
Friend. Madam, you know my Forbearance was orly 
a Mark of my Reſpet. Going towards her. 
Stale. Ab! You 2 I fay no more — why 
would you put me in this Chafe — you know how it is 
with me always —— I warrant you my poor Head will 


ſuſſer for it this two Days — feel how it burns — 


Mar. Wes there ever ſuch a nauſeous Five and Fifty 
| Fondling ! — but how do ! ROW bur "gy and Folly t 
may make me ſuch a Monſter? 3 
Cler. Never, tis impoſſible. 4 8 
Mar. How, Clerimont! ſhall I never grow old! 1 
Cler. Certainly, if you liye — but ſurely the Wit and 
Ten derneſs of wy. Mariana can neyer degenerate to the 
| | * 
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Folly and Fondneſs of ſuch an Idiot To me, you 
muſt be always as you are; thus dear, thus agreeable, the 
conſtant Object of my Love. 

Mar. Oh, ty, fy! a marry'd Man and talk of Love! to 
his own Wife Sf — They'll hear you, and hugh at us 
in their turn, if you ha'nt a care. 

Stale. But do you fay you'll put me out of my Pain by 
to-morrow Morning? *Tis extremely kind. | 
Friend. | have given you my Word, and you may de- 

pend upon it. 

Stale. The Expedition of your Performance will make 
amends fo every thing ——*Tis exceſſively kind. | 
Friend, Huſht, not a Word more—— Mariana and Cle- 
rimont will find Matter of Mirth out of it, and turn our 

Happineſs into Ridicule. 

Mar. Zee here's ſweet Mr, Pinch again, as gay as if this 

Miſhap had never befallen him, and there were no ſuch 

wicked Inſtrument as a Cudgel ia Nature. 
Enter Pinch. aud Scribbleſcribble. | | 

1 Ma lam, your moſt humble Servant. A ſcurvy. 
kind of a fooliſh Buſineſs happen'd to happen juſt now here 

a lirtle odly, Madam, but no great matter, Madam, cis all s 
over now. 

Mar. I am very glad to ſee you look ſo well after it — 
PII twear I think you're improv'd!— That Patch 
has given a moſt agreeable turn to his Face — Your 

Opinion, Gentlemen, | | 

Cler. The Patch does its Part, upon my Word - — 2 
little o'th' biggeſt, or ſo — but elſe wonder fully well. 
Friend. And are you as ſound within .as without, Sir? 

_ Pinch, Oh to all Intents and Purpoſes. 

Friend. And d'ye think. you could bite as well as ever? 
Pinch, Ask my little Scriòbleſcrabble elſe —— Didn'c I 
bite your Coulia, as ſhe was dreſſing my Hea4? | 

Scrib, None of my Couſin, Squire. | | | 

Pinch, Nay, nay, ſhe calls you Couſin; a fat 3 
en en hard by here, at the Sign of the Adam and 
Eve, that ſells Sauſages and Wee 


Scrib. She's none ol. my Couſia, ſhe's only 517. Doll's 
Coulin, | 
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Pinch, Why, the Woman's a good Woman— Whats 
are you aſhim'd of your Kindred ? 

Seri», She's none of my Couſin, _ C Angrihj. | 


Mar. Ridiculous, we ſhall have em quarrel preſently. 


Cler. Come, come, no matter whoſe Couſin ſhe i is. 
Friend. Vou bit her, you ſay? 


Pinch, Bit her; ay marry did I — and 61 ſhou a have 
ſerv'd all her Family, and all her Generation, if they had 


been here — Whar, han't I been at Mofcow, Iſpahan, Ba- 
bylon, and ſo forth? Knock him down! 


Serb, What did he tay ſhe was my Coufin for? 


[ [Grumtbling, 
Mer, To ſet af * this fooliſh Diſpute, pray ſhew me 


the biting Song, which you ſaid was ſet to Muſick. 
Pinch. Here it is, and it is in the Nature of a Dialogue, 
and if your Lady ſhip will do me the Honour to bear a 


| Bob with me, as 1 may ſo. fay, well perform it before T 
alli the Company. 


Mar, To oblige you, Sir Pl do my bel. 


A Dialogue. 


Thyrſis Jars 11550 long, in vain, 
Been your Slave, and wore your cl 5 
Is but ſuſt I ſhou d complain. 
. Since 2 uſe me like a Dog. 
Iris. Faithful Lovers are but few; 

: Cou'd I truſt, I wou d truſt Jour: 
of all your Sex I am afr aid, 
And therefore wow io die a Maid. 
T yt 8. Die a Maid! So young. fo pretty! 

1 be true, by all ihirs good: 

Die a Maid! Il-ſwear "tis pity. 


| Iris. Bite! Thyrſi, did you think I wou "ar. 


But fince you will be mine a one, 
Here kiſs the Bock and wear: 


1 TTY King ſail oaks | us SY Sk 
a 
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Thyr fis. Bite! Iris, now I think all's fair. 
Chorus. Bite! Thyrſis, now I think ails fair, 


And well we may agree, 
Since thus we love upon the Square, 
And Biters both ure we. 


Cler. Rarely perform'd, upon my Word - Mr. Pinch 
bas his Gifts — what ſay you, Mr, Scribbleſcrabblex 
Scrib. Mighty well indeed, Sir, — the Squire is a fine 
"Gentleman, that's the truth on't — but let him be never 
ſo well vers'd in the Arts and Sciences, he ought not to 
reflect upon the Family of the Scribbleſerabbles, 

Cler. Oh no more of that 

Scrib. What if 1 did marry Mrs. Dorothy Pattypan, the 
Paſtry-Cook's Daughter, I didn't marry : ali her Scoundre | 
Conſanguinity, I hope; no, I diſdain em, I make her 
and them to know themſe]ves, I keep 'em under, I — 

Enter Bandileer drunk, and Mrs. Scribbleſcrabble. 

Mrs. Scrib. Nay, dear Couſin Barnaby, where wou'd you 
baul one — I' ſwear I have eat fo much Gooſe, and 
drank fo much Sack, that I am almoſt in a Quandary— 
Hiccup —good lack! now I have got the Hiccoksz well, TR 
I wor't drink a drop more, profeſs now. . 
Band. Look ye, take no care of that, L' carry you to 
a Friend of mine, d'ye ſ-e, and there we'll have a Cup of 
rare Funiper, cure your Hiccup, | warrant you —— N- 
thing but a cold Sromach, Couſin, 

Stale. In the Name of. Aſtoniſbment, what may theſe 
be, Child? 

Mar. Ha! as 1 live, Mrs, Dorothy Seribbleſerabble i in | her : 
own proper Perſon, | 
Stale. What, not our little Man of Law's Conſort ? 5 

Mar. The very ſelt-ſa me, as I'm virtuous ſhe's 
Half bouſy too oh rueful! | 

Band, Dear Ceulin, let me buſs es love you 
miphtily. [I Kiſſes her. 
Mrs. Scrib. O gemini! ic What makes 
= lo rude Hiccup — don't ye ſee all the Gentry 

ere — for ſhime — H ccup —= It our litile Simon 


85 mould bear ot this e 


Scrid, | 


Scrib. Ha! how! mercy upon me! ates this 1 ſce! 
¶ [Turning about, ard ſeeing his Mife. 

Mar. Now for the Denouement of the Piece. 
Mrs. Scrib. Oh law! — I am ruinated and undone—— 

there is my own Husband, 
Sey ib. Is your Name Dorothy? ha!— Anſwer me that. 
Mr. Scrib. Yes Hiccup. _ 

Scrib. What is the reaſon that you ſet at nought my Supe- 
riority and Authority, and d- de- dare to come hither without 
my leave ? Anſwer me quickly — Come! what ſay ha? — 

Mrs. Scrib. Nay, dear Simmy, don't be angry. I only 
came to— Hiccup— bear my Couſin Bandileer Company 
— I wou'dn't, for all the Varſal World, have come, Hic- 
cup —— but that you know | love Sack — Hiccup —— 
and Walnuts mightly —— Hiccup. 

Scrib. Cuc-cu-Coulſin me no Couſin. —— Who am 1? 

Anſwer me quickly bo am I? hi! | 
Baud. Look ye, Vil ſtand by my Couſin, She's my own 
Coutin, tho? I am but a private Gentleman Soldier, where- 
of what argues that — my Name's Barnaby Bandileer. 
Mrs, Seri, Well, well, f know who you are well enough, 
you are my Heny —— Hiccup — but 'tis very hard if 
one mult not Hiccup —— or go a little ab; oad with 
3 Hiccup — Rehition, or [0-—_— Hiccup, : 

Scrib, Go! you're a Quean, 

Mar. O ty, Mr. Scribbleſerabble ! what! this to the Wiſe 
of ycu Buſom! : bt 
| Serib, Youre a Carrion! Pr m en and Chaſtiſement 

will enſue, _ 

Stale. How? you little Brutal You w—_ . My Dear, my 
Dear, | [To Mariana. 

for the Honour of the Sex let us never | Culler the poor 
Woman to be inſulted before our Faces — Sure any TWO 
of our Gender are ſufficient, or of the * as they 
ſay to keep a Husband in Order, | 
— "Mrs. Scrib. Ah dear Ladies, *tis your — Hiccup —— 
Goodneſs — bur tis an unknown thing, the Life that I 
»>—— Hiccup lead with bim every Day. | 
Mar. Look ye it ſhe doesn't weep, poor tender-hearted 
Creature! —— Come, for my ſake, you muſt not make a 
Qaarrel of it — - What? Twas dur an innocent Frolick. 
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Serib. Ha! 1 don't love Frolicks - 
Mrs, Scrib, Simmy, dear Simmy, don? t fs and fling, and 

Hiccup and ding up and down 0 — 

you'll break my Heart Hiccup = S 

Sͤcrib. Go thou fe-te-fe-fe-fe-falle Dorothy - — - Elope, 

begone o to your Galant, go - 

Gars, Serib. Oh law | — Hiccup — this is very Deter 

| [ Sobbting and crying. 

1 have had en Children, beſides four Miſcarriages, and 
very hard Times of em all, by him, and to be us'd thus 
this is very hard. | 

Band Look ye, Gentlemen, I don't well know what 
to make of all this — I am amaz'd or fo, tis true 
but ſhe's my own Couſin Ilodpe in Vinegar-Yard 
every Body knows me ——— I only came 
for the Diverſion of an Interlude, or fo --—— Do you 

know any thing of this matter, Sir? [D Pinch. 

Pinch. Fooliſh enough, nn vyhy really | don't 

know what to ſiy to theſe odd kind of Circumſtances; | 
but pray may I crave your Name, Sir? „ 

Band. Sir, my Name's Barnaby, 

Pico, Your Chriſten Name, I mean. 

Band. Oh Sir, your Servant Sir; Bandileer, Sir. 

Pinch. What, is Bandileer your Chriſten Name? 
Band. Sir, ] don' l gow what you mean; but I'm half 
Seas over | 

Pmch, Very merry pen my word, (M, Band leer's 
woful drunk) ¶ Aſede. 

Oh you're very ſober — ve _ wet your Lips to-day. 5 

Band. Say you to, Sir? 
Pinch. Bite. 


Band. How's that, Sir? Hey day! 3 re get behind | 


me? Look ye, ene, take you to be = 
5 Friends. 


Pinch, Knock kim FRE 


[Standing behind Band. and making a very great Noiſe, 


= Bard, _ Sir! Dam Ye, Sir, that won't pals neither, 
ir. 


Friend. Oh no ) harm, no harm, nad Mr. B 
RN iz malt not be 9 The Gentleman means only 
| Mets 


* 
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He's an arch Wag, if you. did but 


Merriment 
know him. 

Band. Look ye, Gentlemen, if that be all, the Gentle- 
man is a Stranger to me, and perhaps I may be a Stranger 
to him; but however VII venture a Teſter or two at All- ; 

Fours with him, if he's ſo far forth diſpos d. | 

Mrs. Scrib. Look, if you han't. chaft. up and Joren ill 
you ſweat like a Bull Come, wipe your own 
dear ſour frowzy Face with your own Doll's e 
chief = Hiccup 

Scrib. Aal did! think you wou'd ha ſery d me 
o — 60 — you're a hiccuping Beaſt I've a2 
good mind to ſend you home to the Family of the ren. 
pam, I have fo, you en- n- n· nor mous Cockatrice. 
Band. Look ye 1 brought my Couſin out — I took her 
up, as they ſay, and fo, d'ye fee, I'll ſet her down again. 
- Cler. Theſe Fools begin to be troubleſome, we muſt get 
rid of em. Ha! here's — too come with 
| Intelligence from my Uncle, 
Puter Ars, Clever. 3 | 
I fee there? sSuccels i in your Face, I dare ſwear the Def en 
thrives, | 


Clev. Admirdbly « tte Plot 3 is Juſt « as that in a 
Critick's Play, the Parts are all ready, and we are to be- 


gin within this half Hour; but I hold it convenient to 
7 diſperſe this e om Audience firſt, that we ws re- 
Hearſe in private. 
Mar. You have no farther occaſion for my bg 
Lover? . 
Cllev. He may diſpoſe of his Perſon bow he pleaſes — — 
we ſhall hardly find him of any further Conſequence. 
Mar. I'll pin him to Madam Scribbleſcrabole and her 
 bouſy Galant, and turn 'em adrift together. -Bur 
whar ſhall we do with my dear Friend Stale? 

Clev. Let me alone with her, — Engage Mr, Friendly 
to tip off with the firſt Opportunity, and kave tte reſt to 
my Management. Io Clerimont. 

Cler. You won't be ſo unmerciſul to tura her looſe af- 
ter W 

Clev. 1 mult olle, running away is not the beſt 
1 Proof 
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Proof a young Fellow can give of his Courage; but for 
the preſent Occaſion tell him 'tis neceſſary for the Swain 
to fly, and the Nymph to purſue ——— Let him leave 
word with his Man where we. may hear of im, 
Mar. Well, I vow, Mr. Pinch, you'll engage me ex- 
tremely by this piece of Service. [Tb Pinch aſide, 
tis little impertinent Lawyer has a Bus'nefs of 
Conſequence to look after for me here in Town, and 
this unfortunate Affair of his Wife does fo exaſperate his 
8 that he'll not think of it till we get her out of 
the way. 3 3 | 

; Pinch. Where ſhalFI attend your Ladyfhip? 
Mar. Any where here in Town, 

Pinch. At the Greyhound ? 5 5 
Mar. As proper as any, where we'll be all with you 
immediately, and divert our ſelves at the Expence of the 
Family of the Scribbleſcrabbles. 5 8 de FÞ 
Pinch, We'll laugh immoderately Does your 


Lady ſhip know what Fun is? 


Mar. No ——— but it's no matter for that. 
Pinch, No, as you ſay, Madam, it's no matter for that; 


85 but l' ſhew you ſuch Sport, ſuch Fun, —— PII bite 


Mr. Bandileer. - Look ye, Mr, Scribbleſcrabble, 
we'll have no more Words of this matter, your Lady is a 
virtuous Perſon, and a good Wife, ſhe has born you ma- 
ny Children, but we have all our Failings. 55 
Scrib. Ah! — name her not, dear Squire 


Mar. Mr. Scribbleſerabble, let me adviſe you in this Ad- 
venture ———] have engag'd Mr. Pinch to ſerve you 
in it — ls Scribbleſerabble aſide. 


You may truſt your Wife with him, and all will be well, 
Scrib. Ah de-de-dear Madam, the Squire's a Gentleman 
C —» jt wou'dn't prieye one to truſt ones Wife with 
a Gentleman. „ bes 

Mar. They're but juſt going hard by, we'll toll-w em 
_ preſently. 55 7 1 
Scrib. Squire, dear Squire, have an Eye to Be Be-Be- 
Barnaby Bandileer: My Heart miſgives me plig ip. 
5 5 Ie n Pinch. 


Tuch. 


BE and 
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| Pinch. Bite! D'ye think I don't know what to Jo ? 
Trouble not your ſelf, —— Mr. Bandileer's very much in 
Drink — but no matter for that, he'll bite ſo much 
the better Hum — hum — You were alaying, 
Sir, [Tv bar dlecr your Name was. Barnaby, 
Band. Yes, Sir; no Offence, I hope, | 
| Pinch, Oh none at all, ſo much the better; I Jove Bar- : 
8 naby of all Names, I was born on a Barnaby bright in the 
Morning, I have leen you ſomewhere or other for certain. 
Band. | uſe the Cat and Fiddle, moſt an end, Sir. 
Pinch. In Drury-lane? Ay there it was, if I am not 
mightily miſtaken, I have bit a Corporal that belong'd to 
your Company a very merry pac but 1 ve * 15 
bis Name. 
Band. Kit Kunnyborrow belike, ü 
Pinch. The very fame —— Look ye, you and I; X 
Hark ye, Madam, [To Ms. Scribbleſcrabble, | 
You and V ad your Coulin here, we'll ſteal off and have 
one — Quart of Walnuts and Sack at the Greyhound. 
© [A bilſt Clever entertains 125 L; Stale, Friend] * . 
ſteals off. - 
| Band. 1 muſt needs by 'y you're a very civil Gentleman, 5 
Sir, and if you'll ſo far demeanor your ſelf, Sir, | 
Look ye, Sir, if my Couſin be willing — 


1 came 


with my Couſin, Sir, and III go with my Couſin, Sir, 1 = 


ſtand and fall with my Coulin, Sir, 
__-Mrs. Scrib, I'm fure you bchave your ſelf ſo like 2 Gen- ö 
tleman, that hiccup 
take a new Vagary — oh dear - = hiccup — | . 
painch. Oh never fear that — The Ladies have undere. 
teken to bamboozle tim — they'll make him know his 
Duty, and beg your Pardon — now! now take your time 
and ſteal off — take care of your Couſin, Mr, Bandileer, 
_ Mrs. Scrib. Oh dear, my Hiccocks is very bal. 
5 Band. Look ye, Vil ſtand and fall, that's my Word. 
Exeunt Pinch, Bandileer, and Mrs, Scribble, 
"Soi How ! hi! what! Gone again! — Squire, Squire, 8 
Mar. Huſht! be quiet, come hither. f 
| why Squire, dear Squire, have. a care of Be- Be. Bar- 
2 . x 


| Mar, | 


But it my Simon ſhould »1 
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Mar. Didn't I tell you this was the only way to get 
rid of. your Wife's Relation ? | 

Scrib. I acquieſce, Madam, I acquieſce. 

Clev. Have a little Patience, Madam, and II] ſer every 
; thing i in order, [ Adjuſting Lady Stale's Head. 
I know your Ladyſhip uſes to be the niceſt Creature in 
the World in theſe matters in the naive of Won- 
der, who cou'd it be that Greſs'd you to-day? | 

Stale Oh 1 cou'dn't hear any aukward Body? $ Fiſts | 
about me I can't tolerate any thing but my own 
Woman ———- don't you know my Woman! 
Clev. Oh dear, yes, Madam, Mrs. Fiddlefaddle. 
Stale. Tis the carefull-ſt Creature; ſhe has liv'd with 
me ever fince the Reſtoration, and never adminiſter'd a 
wrong thing to me, or ſtuck a Pin amiſs, in all the 
time. 
Ciev. The Reſtoration! That's a long time indeed. _ 
Yeur Lady ſhip's Maid- Servants, I believe, are much more 
conſtant than your Men. : 
Stale. The Reſtoration did I ay? the Reſtoration? My | 
Memory! what a thing is my Memory! I meant your - 
other publick Buſineſs that has We here. | 15 
Cilev. The Revolution? | 
Stale. Ay, that, that — 1 take 60 little notice of your | 
publick News! — But, as I was ſaying, ſhe's the heed- 
fulleſt Perſon in any thing that relates to my Perſon. 
Clev. I wonder ſhe ſhould put fo little Powder in your | 
Hair; I ſwear one might fee it look quite gray, — _ 
indeed that was a Fault in Mrs, Fiddlefaddle. 1 
Stale. Huſht! dear Clever, 1 wou du't have Erimdy 
| hear you for all the World, | 
Clev. Oh no danger. 
S:ale. Not but that mine was a meer Mizfortune - 
The Iriſh Fright at that ſame Revolution put me into Fits, 
and frighted my poor Hair gray all o' the ſudden. — Be- 
ſides, Mariana here knows my Relations, we are all gray 
ten Years ſooner than other People. I come of a gray 
Family; don't I, my dear? But then I wou'd not have 
Mr. Friendly for many Reaſons think me in eee 
he defi ds having an Heir to his Family, and = 


May , 
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Aar. But, dear Madam, why do you put your fel; * 
pain for his hearin us? 1 thought he had left the Com- 
pany by your Order. 


Stale. How left! whom Child? What, i is | Mr. Friend! ly „„ 


1 
Clev. gone! Didn't you ſer him? I'll fear I thought 
you had put him upon that pleaſant piece of Galantry. 


Stale, Galantry! oh perfidious! can it be poſſible! dear 5 | 


Clever explain your ſelf, or Il vow 7 pot me into 
the Hyſteriques. 5 
Clev, Nay indeed I thought it look'd 2 heile odd oe : 


Mr. Friendly to abandon a Lady in your Ladyſhips Cir- _ 
cumſtances, for a couple of the trapiſheſt Creatures l ver 
faw in Masks, fo miſerably rigg'd, with 5 d e 5 


and tatter'd Furbelows, | 
Sale. The little naſty inconfiderable Haftet but, dear _ 
Child, tel me, did he ſeem fond? | = 
Mar, Very good! now for my ſhare of the Lye CA de. 


Exceſſively loving; nay, they were but too well acquaint-x 
ed, that's certain — I heard em call him by his Name _ 
Are not you a dear Dog, ſays one of em; What my lit= 


tle Jenny, quo he! and immediately whipp'd one Arm 
about one, and Yother about Vother, and away they 
ſcuttled together ſo familiarly I warrant mw 
Stale. Which Way are they gone? 8 5 
Mur. That Way, Madam: but it may be nothing bot . 
an innocent Frolick, : 
Stale. A Frolick, my Darf Ah, the Devil take ſuch 
Frolicks, I ſay. You don't know what a Concern I am 


in; he has put me off, with a Pretence of his catching _ 


Misfortunes (as he calls them) by theſe common Sluts, 
theſe twenty times already; and i he ſhould catch another 


Mis fortune we cannot be married till he's well again, and 


that will be a Month, or three Weeks at leaſt ; beſides Sur- 


geons are ſo unskilful, and ſuch Knaves. and am fo IE 


Fear ful of thoſe matters wy ſelf — Well Dear, m 
Dears, forgive me. Exit Lady ak. 5 
Mar. Oh by all means, my Dr. Ha, ha, ha! 
What a terrible Fright my dear Friend Was in, 
"_ the W of a „ 


Clev, 5 | 


ma-meatters — 
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chv. I muſt own 1 have Ill nature enough to rejoice 
exceedingly at her Lady ſhip's Vexition; ſhe has been a 
ſtanding Incumbrance upon poor Friendly's Pleaſures for 
theſe two Years, ſhe has watch'd him with as much Jea- 
louſy and Perverſeneſs as a birren Wife. 
Cler. And has been as uneaſy to him as a barren Wife's 
Mother, and as provoking every way = But let her 
be forgotten, as ſhe ought to be, and chink of your own. 
I have juſt now left your Uncle, Rs 
Mar. Very much in Love, I hope, 2 x4 
Cler. That is, juſt as much a Fool as you found view. 
Ciev. To a Tittle; he's ſtark mad; Love and Peking, 
that is, your Ladyſhip and the Emperor of China, have 
turi.d his Brains — He has made a Chineſe Song upon you, 
and I left him finging it to an Oriental Kettle- drum, 1 
he calls it. Next to the great Cham and Mariana, I be- 
lieve I have an Intereſt in him. | 
Mar. | Suppoſe you have been promiſing largely in my 
Name, what I am never to perform. 
Clev. Nay, that depends en ven a little Love, Child, 
that's all | 
Mar. Well, he (hall have all I can ſoles, 1 
Clev. And I dare ſwear that's more thin enough bor 
his Oriental Occaſions. oe 
Cler, But I ſuppoſe you gealt with him as in the way - 
of Trade — what Return for all this? _ 5 
Clev. The Return an old Man uſually makes. 
Mar. Ay mary, and what's chat? A 
Clev. To do all he can for you 
ler, Very fair, I Hi. 
| Mar, Il put him to it, I promiſe yous 
Cilev. I told him you bad refoly'd upon parting with 
ſome of your Fortune to a poor Relation of yours, and 


— and no more. 


that you requir'd him to join with you in that Settlement 


as a mark of his Love, without further Enquiry» me then 


Fon would be his as far as poſſible, 


Cler. Well, and what Anſwer to that? 

Cle. Oh he was all Rapture! conſented to i, and 
ſwore immediately by half a dozen Chineſe Saints, with 
 &eviliſh hard Names, that he wiſt'd wy could make your 
en Viceroy of Eaftern Tartary. 5 Mar. 


Cuſtom, as you ſay — 
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Mar. Oh my Relation ſhall thank him; I wiſh he may 


be as fond of him, when they come to be better ac- 
quainted. 


- Cler. That 1 Joubt of, - 


Clev. He expects you immediately ; as we po Pi or 5 


ſtruct Mr. Clerimont how to diſpoſe of himſelf. 
Are your Deeds ready? | 
Cler. Have you dore as you were ordered in bat mat= 
ter, Mr, Scribbleſerabble ? | 1 
Scrib, Ves, Sir, the Deeds are ready. Csighing. 
Clev. The Deeds are ready l- 
Is that? Can that be Mr Scribbleſcrabble! Is it poſſible the 
gay, the witty, the galant Mr. Scribbleſcrabble? _ 
Sͤcrib. Ah good lack! my De- Der Polke falſe —— per 
haps you don't know that. 
Clev. Falſe is that all? A Trifle— - be falſe again, be = 
as faiſe to her as ſhe cin be to you hoe the Lite of e 
Give her as good as ſhe bringe, 18 
Mar. Nay, I told him 'twas below the Character of © 
a fine Gentleman, and a Man of the Town, as he is, to 
: ads his noble Soul for any 2 A Wite can do __—— 
- ler. No, no, he has forgot it, or will ao it in a very 
little while longer.— 


Madam eee may diſpoſe of her Perſon as ſhe : 
thinks fit, Te 
Scrib. Nay, I bad © much car'd G61 it, hadn't it hoon 8 
fror that Son of a Whore, that Be-Be- Barnaby Bandileer. 
Clev. Care for it! —— Nay, if you once come to care 
for your Wife, farewel Galantry.— why you will be 
Company for no Body but Haberdaſhers, Tin- men Trunk. 
makers, and ſuch comical kind of People. | 


Sscerib. Nay, I always had a Spirit - <6 theſe pe- pe- 1 
paultry Matters too- 
came to marry the Jade, unleſs it were for Form's lake, 
or out of Cu-Cu-Cuftom, as they ſay. 9 5 
Mar. No! ——— And tho you fancy you are vex'd 
at her now, I fancy tis only for Form's ſake, and out of 


us, and wink of the hundred Guineas you? re to ? Bet "wr ; 


What doletul Voice _ 5 


Indifference is the Word, and EE 


- I de-de-don't know how I 


Come, come along with 
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Mr. Friendly — Why *ewill buy you Claret and 


_ Mirth enough to make you OE believe you are a 
8 IS | [Events 


K SONG. 


NY. 
I LLY Swain, give oer thy wooing; 
O Sighmg, gazing, kiſſing, cooing. 
All is very fooliſh doing. 5 
I. 


All that follows afrer Kiſſes, 9 

Te very beſt, the Bliſs of Blifſes, — 4 
Is as 5 dull a a Foy as this is. 1 
III. „ 5 
Prove the N lymph, and taſte her Treaſure; eg {| 
Tell me 50 when full of Pleaſure, 5 

What dull thing thou can ſt * . — 
| Duller than a happy Lover. N DE 


Sill Swain, grue Jer, Ke. 
2 e 59 N 
| Cap 4 WY —_ e 8 9250 £62 28925 
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8 C E N E, Sir Timothy Tallapoy' Houſe, 


Enter Angelica, Mariana, and Mrs, Clever. 


og. W E L L, Madam, don't you think my Father now. 
one of the ſtrangeſt old Gentlemen that ever 
you ſaw with your Eyes? Oh gemini! I wou'dn't marry 
ſuch a ſtrange ſort of an old Fellow for all the World. 
Clev. No, nor ſheneither, Child, notwithſtanding all the 
violent Proteſtations of Good-will ſhe made him but now. 
Maar. I ſwear I think there is ſomething very agreeable 
and entertaining in Sir Timorhy's Humour, | 
|  Clev. Nay, indeed, all the Iſl that you can ſay of him i 7 
that he's an old Man, and for my part I think all old Men 
re like, | | Arg. 


= 
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Ang. Oh dear, in what, Madam? 
Clev. In being good for nothing, Madam. | 
Ang. Oh dear! I don't think fo. I fanſy I could like 
| ſome ſort of Old Men ſtrangely, they're ſo civil and 
complaiſant, and ſo neat, and ſo clean, and ſhay'd ſo ; 
Cloſe, I warrant ye. 
Mar. Should you like Mr. Friendly if he were e Od. 
Madam: 5 
Ang. As for Mr. Friendly indeed, Madam, he's a ; kind. 
of a perfect Stranger to me, ſo that I don't know what 
Judgment to make of his Temper or Irclinations; he 


may be a very good ſort of a Man for ought I know, _ 1 


not but that I can't help thiuking Mr, Friendly has ſome 
Humours may make a Woman very unealy, when ſhe 


 Clev. Not fo abſolute a Stranger to him as you are: 
Lomurę ] Are not you: a little Hypocrite? Hak ye; 
[Hitting ker with her Fan: 5 


Do you intend to be marry'd to-night to a Man that you Se 


are ſuch an abſolute Stranger to? 


Ang. Oh la! I wonder what makes you talk fo — 4 


5 who could pur ſuch a thing into your Head? 
CJClev. He that put it into yours, Friendly, 5 
he. PII ſwear he gives himſelf a ſtrange Liberty of - 
ta 1 5 
Mar. None but what yeu vi forgive bim for, I dare , 
ſwear, | . 
Clev. He ſan ſy d, if he didn? t tell, you wou d. 
Ang. Well. 1 wonder at his Confidence. | Hh 
Mar. For being beforehand with you. Really Love- 
Matters are come to be manag'd after a very fantaſtical _ 


manner, and all the Care is now, not who fhall keep the | 


Secret beſt, but who ſhall tell firſt. 
Ang. Pl vow I have a good Mind not to bave bim, 
| he's ſuch a meer blah. | 
Nar. That would be all wrong, 28 they ſay, Madam, to 
fall out with him, and be reveng'd upon your ſelf. 
Clev. She'll conſider better of it, never fer. 4 
Mar. Well, but dear Madam, we are of your Party, 
and I hope you tzke us in be 0 much 28 Friends 2s 


Fellows. „%% TO 35 | 
Mar, All Gameſters that play deep, and puſh for a For- 
tune, run Hazards, and for my part I am always for 
riſquing with a wild Fellow rather than a tame one 
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to deſ-rve your Confidence — 


— You know. we have 


no other Defign upon Sir Timothy, but in order to bring | 


_ this Buſineſs, between Mr. Friendly and you, to a happy 
nn,, fo: | „„ | 


Ang. Nay, really, I muſt needs ſay I have been infi- 
nitely oblig'd to you, dear Madam —— And indeed my 


Father is ſuch a ſtrange kind of a Man, that I don't care 


what riſque I run to get out of his Clutches. Well, but 
you know Mr, Friendly, Madam. Io Mariana. 

Mar. Alittle, Madam; not fo well as you do, I fanſy. 
Ang. Oh dear, yes to be ſure you do, and a great dea! 
better too; but do you think he'll make a good Hus- 
band? I believe he's a ſtrange wild young Fellow; really 


5 a Woman runs a ſtrange Hazard with theſe wild young | 


|  belides, were he never ſo wild, Matrimony will make 


bim bate of his ſpeed, as they ſay that have try'd it, 
Ang. I'll vow | have heard he drinks a World of Claret, _ 
_ Clev, And you fanſy that will make him fo fleepy — _ 
Ang. If I don't wonder what you can mean by that 
ell, Mr. Clever, you are the maliciouſeſt Crea- 
ture, you are always a teazing one; but I am reſoly'd 
I'm be reveng'd of you at Night, when we are a- bed to- 


5 gether. 


Clev. A- bed together! for Shame! why you wou'dn't 
abandon your Bridegroom for ne? 

Ang. Nay, Mrs. Clever, you know when you lie here 
you always uſe to be my Bed-fellow, and you ſhan't be 
put out of your Bed for any Body, 'm reſolv'd you ſhall 
lie with me, and we'll lie awake and talk all Night long 
ap, I'm reſalv'd I' pinch you if you won't lie 


awake and talk to me. 


|  Clev. No, no, you know I'm the ſleepieſt Creature in 
the World: ou had better pinch Friendly, if he 


won't lie awake, and talk to you. 


Ang. Vil ſwear I have a good Mind to ſtop your 
Mouth — I think the Woman's mad to talk fo —— 
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Mar. Methinks Sir Timothy ſtays very long — didn't he 


| promiſe to follow us immediately? 


Ang. He's a teaching the Servants to Dance, as they 


do before the Emperor of China. 


Mar. I wiſh he. would diſpatch the Buſineſs we want 


to have done, and go on with bis Tartarian Ballet after 

Wade, © 
Ang. Shall I go and tell him you want to ſpeak with _ 

him, Madam? _ 


Mar. If you pleaſe, Madam.” 
Ang. He'll leave the Cham of Tartary himſelf e to wait 


BY upon you. lccanę. 
Dear Mrs, Clever, if you ſhould happen to ſee Mr Friendly, 
1 charge you don't tell him we coming Back: 


have been talking of bim — We ſhall have him ſo vain, 


and in his Airs, I warrant you. 


Clev. No, no, you ſhall have the Pleaſure of betraying 


the Secret, and telling him all your ſelf ——— but pray. 

make haſte and diſpatch your Embaſſy, . 
Ang. Vil be here again in a Minute, CRxi Abgelics. N 
Clev. Well, what think you of Mrs, Friendly thatie to be? 


Mar. She's in a moſt violent twitter. 
Clev. As all young Ladies of her Age at are at the Ap- 


proach of Matrimony, 


Mar. She's fo out of Breath, and fo merry, and 10 


; | grave, and ſo glad, and ſo ſmirking, and ſo ſmiling, 


. Clev, And doesn't know whether ſhe goes upon her 


Head or her Heels, 5 
ar. Love! Love! my Dear! you know this Love is 


the Devil 


Ha! pray look this way. [ Loo bing out. 


Is not that the moſt ſerene, and moſt amiable Mr. Pinch : 
that's coming into the Court? 


Clev. Tis he; there are certain fooliſh Appurtenances 


belonging to his Face and Perſon, which no one elſe can 
pretend to — but I think we are ready for him, and ſo 
| let him co me as ſoon as he pleaſes. 


Mar. I wou'dn't have him ſee me. 


Cle. No, we'll go look upon your | Orfent Love's 
Preparations for your Entertainment. . [Exexnt. 


Enter 
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Enter Pinch and à Servant. 


Fr. If it ſhall ſeem agreeable to you to repoſe your 


moſt worſhipful Perſon in this Place, I will notify your 


Arrival to Sir Timothy Tallapoy, Knight and Mandarin of 
F ᷣ MV 
Pinch. Tis very well, Friend, notify to your Maſter 

with what haſte you can conveniently, but don't diſcem- 
poſe your ſelf, don't put your ſelf out of Order. 

3 „„ Exit Servant. 


Very fooliſh, Faith. If the reſt of my Father-in law's 


oy Family be of a piece with this Fellow, I ſh.ll have a 
good merry time on't among em to be the 


| only Wit in the Family ——1 don't know, it may 


be well enough —— 'tis better biting than being 
bit, certainly — Who'd have thought that (ly 
Devil, that Mrs, Mariana, ſhou'd have had it in her to put 


ſuch a practical Bite upon one It coſt me Two 


Hours in Time, befide Eight and a Penny in Monies | 4 
numberid, to ſtay for her, and ſhe never came at liſt, 
0 - Very pretty Manners truly ———— 1 ſmoke_ 


ſomewhat between the ſame Clerimont and her; but no 


matter, Bite's the Word. I ſhall be even with her be- 
fore to-morrow Morning I believe, if I pliy'd one, 
1 play'd Forty Games at All-Fours and Shovel- Board with 
Mr. Bandilzer —— Poor Fellow, he was bloodily in for it 
at laſt m——Tijs true, indeed, he drank a World of 
Geneva —— but his Couſin will take care of him 


She's a diſcreet Woman truly in the main, I believe 


The held his Head ſo kindly when he grew a little a: 


Ha! ha! tis he! 


Enter Sir Timothy Tallapoy. 


The Lord Chancellor of Moſcow's mad Mace- bearer 
How the Devil ſhou'd he get hither! — I wou'd I were 
well got by him — I wonder they ſuffer him to walk a- 


| bout with ſuch a Stick in his Hand, 


2 Sir Tim, l'll conſummate this Affair with my Son-in-lawy 
Pinch as ſoon as may be, and I will then — Ha! how! 
bere is that wretched Puppy that goeth up and down 
ſeeking whom he may bite — 1s there no Place ſafe 
4 biting, not even a W FN Houle? —- Lou 


again 
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take a firange Liberty, Friend, after ſome Occurrepces ; 
that paſs'd between us ſo lately. 5 
Pinch. A ſtrange Fellow this, 1 don't know what to do, 
Hot I—I muft try to ſpeak him fair, I think, and . 


if one can mollify him that way, for *tis but a Word and 


2 Blow with him, that I ſee clearlx. Lie. 
Sir Tim, Now is this wicked Villain meditating a Bite, 
but by the Majeſty of Peking, I will confound the evil 


lmagina ion ere it can be brought to Perfection |. 


Heark to ne, young Man, you are one of thoſe that 


make themſelves merry with the moſt excellent Oriental > 
Nations: This Manſion was not built to receive thoſe 


People that ſcuff at the Cham of Tartary. 5 
: Pmch, Oh dear Sir, far be it from me, Sir, to think it. 5 
5 oY Sir; I can't think it was built with any ſuch Knaviſh 

Deſignu — I am ſtrangely tempted to bite him. [ Ade. 
Sir Tim. | am therefore prompted to atk what Aihit | 
; or Nepotiztion might induce you to enter here. = 
Pinch. This is moſt execrably impertinent. (ail. | 
= Affair, Sir? why really I have an Affair. 
Sir Tin. &y! diſcuſs to me of what Nature. 8 
Pinch. Nature, Sir ? if I cou'd come to the Speech of 5 
| the Proper Perſon ——— _ | 
Sir Tim. I notify to you that 1 am "the moſt proper 
Perſon of any one within theſe Walls to whom you 
may unfold your Bugneſs, _ 
Pirch. Look ye, Sir, that isn't the matter — 1 Jon” t 
| fay bur you may be very proper for ought I know, but 
my Bus'neſs at preſent lies more propery with the Gen- : 
tleman of the. Heuſe. 
Sir Tim. Then 1 notify to you again that it flew with 
me - come, bar biting, and begin, 
Pinch. Good lack! it's much the Loſs of a Place thou 4 
do this. [4 ide, 
1 Fray, Sir; no Harm, I hope; by your Leave only, 


Sir Tim. Whither wou'd you paſs, Friend ? 


[Going by him. | 


| thar's all — I ſhall meet with ſome of the kau J 1 
= out trouble you, . 15 
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Sir Tim. Sir, I have unlertaken the giſcuſſing your 
Buſineſs my ſelf, and till I have made ſome further Pro- 
eſs in it the Family ſhall not be met with, "= 

o, Sir, by the moſt Potent and Serene Chan they 
ſhall not. 


Pinch, Pray, Sir, let me tell you, this is ; very anvil 


Sir, — don't know but I may be in haſte, and ſo 

forth, and may have Occaſion to ſpeak with a dear Friend 
that lies dangerouſly ſick in the Houſe. 

Sir In. The Manſion is ſalubrious and healthy; bur f | 


it were not, may l ſuppoſe you to be a Maker up, or 


Preparer of Me-icines, or, as the e Langage ren- 
5 ders it, an Apothecary ? | 73 
Pinch, Bite! OJ] I've a good min J, t vyas at | 
my Tongue's Lad. Toaſt aſide. 
Sie Tim. Ha! What is it thou p- Gb in ſecret ! 
Piach Nothing, nothing in the Univerſe, but only that, 
I beg the F. .vour of a Word or two with Sir Timathy ; 
Tallapoy : —— That's all, as I hope to breathe, Sir, . 
1 Tim. Prodigious ! How enurmouſly he viries his ; 
Fable | — Say on, I am he, — tho' thou knewiſt it 


before, thou biting os thou! I am he — =— pro- 
nounce, ſay on. . 
Pinch. Gh dear! this is worſe and worſe! — 


| N 
he! alas! I wou'd you were but — | wok 
Sir Tim, Speak, what? : - 
Finch. Your ſelf, Sir, that J all andy a ay; win, 1 
wou'd you were your own Man. | 
Sir Tm. Soho! My faithful Servants approach; - N 
Pl teach you to bite one of the worſhipfal Oriental Tra- 
ders in his own Manſion, — Would'ſt thou infer that 


lam diſtracte d, of a Mind not fit to negotiate? Sirrah!- 
I have been thought fit to negotiate and drink Tea with 


the moſt excellent Governor of Canton, * with the 
Viceroy, and the learned Lipous. | 
Pinch. Look ye, Friend, I don't fay any Body's mad; | 
but theſe are odd Circumſtances, and Moorfie'ds is 2 good. 
Air for People that loſe Places hen one comes 
about Bus'neſs to be interrupted, and . and 
5 bambooſled, and n not t ſuffer d to | : 


c "F = | = | 
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Sir Tim. 80 ho! my Servants! 
Enter Servants. | 
 Pixch. Pſhaw! This is a Jeſt indeed ! hey Jay! what's 
the meaning of all this? Look ye, my Name's Squire 
Pinch. I come to marry Sir Thaw Tallapoy's D fy 
| ter. =, 
Sie Tim. Doft thou bite me with the Name of mine 
: Aly — Seize on him, the Wretch! | 
[They lay hold on . 
Fel This i is m fooliſh, faith and trotb . 
Look ye, I am Sir Peter Pinch's Son and Heir, — I am 


a2 Man of Wit and Pleafure, I underſtand the Town, and 


I won't be us'd fo, for ne er a Mace-bearer nor a Made 
man in Moſcow, | 
Sir Tim. Incontinently I chink: thou art diftrated thy 

ſelf; but it ſuffices me that I know thee to be a Biter, 
the Name that comprehends all kind of Villany 55 


Cou'd the right-worſhipful and moſt ſincere, my prien 1 


Sr Peter Pinch, a Man of his moſt caregorical Principles, 15 
engender a Biter! impoſſible! out, thou impoſtor! _ 
Pinch. So ho! what's there no body here to take « one's 
g Part! | Sir Timothy Tallapoy ! * 
Sir Tim. Hold him faſt. 
Enter Mariana ad Mrs. Clever: FEE 5 
Clev. The Lovers will be paſt reprieving n 
— I left em mumbling over Matrimony with as 
much Ragervels, as if N were to be happy in good 5 
tarneſt. 
| Mar. Very well; now 7 our Cue here— Matters 
tare happen'd as we cou'd have wiſh'd — _ . 
Sir Iim. Moſt exceeding fair, and my very good 
Friend, my propitious Stars have directed me to tbe 


Difcovery of a notorious Impoſture, and your excel-— 


lent Perſons come very opportunely to behold my Jon: | 


CT - » 


Pinch. well, Friend, if he be never 1 much your 
Maſter, and the individual numerical Sir Timothy, l am 
as much the individual numerical Squire Pinch, as he 
Is $ the ee rages Sir " SO Tallapy, = 

1 rhe Servants. 


Mar. 
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Mar. I muſt confeſs 55 has a ſtrange deſigning kind of 
a Face, — I ſhou'd be very cautious of truſting ſuch a 
ſort of a Man upon his bare Word, 

Clev. Dear Sir Timothy have a Care of bim, methinks ; 

I fee Biting written in his very Forehead. _ | 

1 Sir Tim. Madam, the loge Orientals are not c eaſily | 
bit, 

_ Pinch. Oh Ladies, your humble Servant - — very 
| fooliſh, faith and troth! — Now you fhall ſee, Friend 
 —— theſe Ladies know me. — Madam, here's really a 
fooliſh adventure. 

Clev. What does he mean? he addreſſes his Diſcourſe 125 
to us. — Bleſs me, l'm afraid he's diſtracted — hour. 

| he Looks! For Goodneſs fake don't come too near him 

— They ey tis as bad as re to > be bit by a Mad- 

| man. TID | 

Sir Im. It is, Madam, what 1 we may properly ol an 

72 epregious degree of Folly mixt with an egregious degree 

of Impudence—'tis what the Learned in the We fern Na- 
tions call a Complication. 

Pinch. Phaw! phoo! this is al fooling ! Ladies! Ma- 
dam! here are a whimlical Set of People wou'd perſuade 5 
8 =o my Name isn't PR. _ 

Sir Tim, I told your Ladythip what he drives at, be 
wou bite me under a wrong Name. N 

Mar. And pray, Sir, ol dear — hold him fit, —is 7 

_ your Name Piach? 
Pinch. Bite! Bite! Madam. . 

Sir Tim, You ſee, moſt excellent Lady, you ſee what 
he wou'd be at. 1 | 
Mar. And do you really thiak, sir, your Name is 

Pinch ? 

Pinrh. Nay, Malain, I tell you I'm like to be SY | 

ſcurvily — this is all ridiculous! Speak Truth now — _ 
why as if you 4 didn't know one —— T4 is Bitiag in- 

deed! | 
Ciev. Bleſs me | 13 my Derr! did you ever ſe this Man 
before? - 

Mar. Never- with my Eyes, Made, — Sp Timothy, 5 

let me 0 "_ to haye a Care, there is certainly ſome 
” Cc Fo very 
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wy villanous Deſign laid againſt you, this is ſome 
1 


Pinch. What is the meaning of all this 1—— Didn't 


1 come down in the Coach with you to-day?” Mrs. Ma- 
riana! Madam. | 


Clev. The confident Wretch! He has got your Name 


too 


Mar. Tis very probable he had his Eye upon the young : | 


Lady? s Fortune, 


Pinch, Why this is downright making a Fool of one: "BY 


Ithougbt you had been more a Gentlewoman. 


Sir Im. Bohee ! Do you [To a Servant. 


5 and your Fellows take care to confine him in the Cellar 


l will ſupplicate the Mandarins of Juſtice that Puniſn- 
ment may be inflited according to his Demerits— Ny i 


| "wu bim. 

Mar. I never ſaw him in my Life.” 

Sir Timm, Madam, we live in a fligitious biring Ap 
and a biting Climate- Away with him —-— 


my part I wiſh I were well turn'd of the Lou of God: : 


ods. > 
Pinch. Prythee a quiet, Friend — Talk of putting one 
in a Cellar! Phoo! what a Jeſt is that? Nay I won't 


ſtir a Foot, that's flat — Help! Murder! Ladies! Why 
you won't? What, will you pull one's Arm off? You'll 

anſwer all this—It ever I bite any Body again — pray | 

— ſtay — hear me- [Servants force him sf. 


Mar. Upon my Word I am heartily frighten'd ; he 


90 made a moſt terrible Noiſe — I believe the beſt way will 8 
| be to get him out of the Houſe? 


Sir Tim. Fear nothing, Lady, I will ſo muzzle him. 


Clav. That he can neither bite nor bellow, | tis the ben 


Courſe you can take with him. 


Mar. Well, of al the diſigreeable things ore meets with, 
nothing is ſo ſhocking to me as a Bitet— Ton meet with FE 


— of ths kind i in — Sir Timox. 


. Hark ye, Friend, what good does it do you 
' now to counterfeit another Body's Name? Why you 

cou'dn't think but it muſt needs be found out at laſt, 
and. then you know the Law is vey ſeyere in theſe 


at Fan, ©. 


E 


Clergy 


Ls * affinity with the Illuſtrious. 
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Sir Tim. "Twou'd be Felony, without Benefit of the 


Mar. Well, they are a polite people! how: 


aꝑreeably graceful is that Habit of Sir Tim 85 what an 
Image of the Eaſtern Wiſdom it gives us! | 
Sir. Tim, They are certainly a great People; Arts be⸗ 1 
gan with them — It is thought the neceſſary Sciences 
pf Eating and Drinking were diſcover'd ſome Ages en 
5 them, before they were known in Europe. 


Clev. Concerning Beards and their . 1 bare 


heard indeed 


Sir Tim, The whole Oeconomy of the Beard Was weited 
of ſeven thouſand Years ago, by a learned Chineſe Philo- 


ſopher, in fifteen Volumes. 


Ah, Madam, might a 


1 but hope for the Pleaſure of ſeeing your Ladyfſhip in 
| the moſt glorious City of Peking, I wou'd not come hi- 
ther again to be Emperor of the Weſt, 


Mar, We Women are born to obey —— Sir Timothy 


may be fare 1 ſhall follow my Husband — hs l 
. over. 8 


Sir Thy. Happy! happy Man will he be. 


- Enter Angelica, Friendly difguis'd, Scribbleſcrabble with. 


Writmgs, . 
A Here 8 a Gentleman i inquires for your Ladyidip: 


[To Mariana, 
Mar, Sir Timothy, this i is my Relation, in whoſe Behalf. : 


we are to do the charitable Deed 1 oh to you of, 


Sir Tim, Sir you are honour'd! 


= Your Character 


Friend. Sir, I have always conceiv'd 5 much. 
Ang. Oh gemini! the Thing is done, [ To Clever aſide... 


and I vow I'm glad *tis over. I wou'dn't have it to do 
again for all the World 


won one, and my Heart did 8⁰ ſo pit. * all the 


Mr. Friendly did look fo 


Clev. Huſht! be quiet now. You hall talk ko me of it 


for two Hours togetber by and by. 


Sir Tim, Are the Deeds drawn according. to your Las 


| dy ſhip's Command and Direction? 


Mar, Exactly; if you do us the Honour to concur, the 


| matter 18 at an n end. 9 Sarto, 
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the Uſe of this Gentleman? 
Sir Tim. do, Sir, with my full Intentions. 


[ Mariana and Sir Tim. execute the Deed, 


5 120 with much Happineſs may hereby redound and accrue 
to him. 


Frier d. Sir, I muſt always ackn- awledge you the Author 
of my Happineſs, and will take an opportunity to con- 


vince you of my Gratiiuee, _ 
Euter Lady Stole, and Cleri mont. 


| State, Ten not me, Mr. C/erimort, I'm not to be fobb'd 


. off fo —— [' find him out if he be above Ground, 


„ Why, teh you he'« Juſt now upon making bis 

| ; Fortune, and you'll ruin all. ; 
.  Srale. I tell you I'll have him FAT YE ond 1 28 the | 
La directs, with all his Ways, Water-courſes > SET, : 


5 and Appurtenances, Il not bate him an Inch. 


, 2 [To Friendly.] Look ye, Sir, the Matter is gone 
zs far as t will bear, and you have nothing to do now bur 


to make good the Ground we have got for you, _ 
Sir Im. What is the meaning of this? What does this 
5 Lady? s Paſſion import? 


Mar. Some weeping and much Talking, 1 believe. Ten 


to one but ſhe tells us more of her mind. 


Sir Nm. Madam, may, l irquire — | | [To Lady Fial. "Bl 
Srtale. Sir, I am recuc'd to the laſt extremity, I am de- 
feated and evil intreated, 1 am defe ſpere, * the meſt in- 


conſtant Perſon - 


Friend. Tan ever had ho bs ur to te in fair 1 | 


Favour, | 8 N [ Pulling off his Diſguiſe, 


Stale. Ch are you there, Sir? *Tis exceeding well in- 
deed! | am given to underſtand that you are faithleſs, Sir, 


that you are falſe, Sir, that you are making your Body 


over by a Marriage-Contract, to the Daughter of Sir 7i- 


 mothy Tallapoy, in order to defraud me, your lawful Cre- 
| ditor, of my natural Dues and Perquitires. 


Sir Tim, How, moſt exceeding fair Lady, are there 


1 Machioarions againſt your mot faithful humble Servant? 
Is your Relation Mr. m—m—_ lle Mariana. 


Scrib. You deliver this 25 your Act and Deed, Sir for : 
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Hund 
Ang. Did you ſqueeze that filchy bony thing? You - 


7 1 ; Mar. $ ince the matter is s out, "ris moſt certainly ſo, my 
| Relation is Mr. Friendly, or Mr. ming! is my Relation, 


you may take it either way. 
Sir Im. But, Madam! 


Mar. But Sir Timothy! 1 15 you wor't Gr 1 


bim for that: Hark ye. let me talk with you a little, 


[Takes him aſide. 
Friend, And Joo common | Fame really ſay all this? 
Stale. Ay marry does it, to thy Shame, thou Traitor! 
Friend. Look ye, for the matter of the Matrimony 'tis 


too true; but for the other part, I ſtand up for my Con- 


ſtancy, and do aver L was never falſe in my Life; for my 


Trial 1 put my ſelf upon my Country here preſent, and 
your Ladyſhip may go on with the Evidence as ſoon as 


you ſee fit. 


* Stale, Oh Wretch! do'ft thou not expect the Houſe 
 ſhou'd fall down upon thee this inſtant? 


Friend. No, I truſt in the Timber-work. 


Stale. Oh thou Wickedneſs incarnate! how often haſt 
thou look'd upon me and ſmil'd, and then ſmild WT; 
look'd upon me again? 


Friend. Very often truly, being for the malt part of a 


merry Diſpoſition, as the worſhipful Bench here know, _ 


Stale, Bur ſay how often amorouſly, fay, hour truth, 


I thou dar ft. 


Friend. Never. 8 5 | 
Clev. A ſhort Anſwer that: 
Stale. Madam, believe he has ſquecs'd. this poor 


ſ Crying. 2 


ſhan'c touch mine. 
Stale. Till I have been forc'd to cry, oh! 
Clev. Very barbarous that, in my mind, 


ler. But no Sign of Love. 
Clev. Oh none at all. 


Stale. Didn't you promiſe me to put me out of my Pain. 


before to-morrow; out of my Pain, I ſtick to that? 
Friend. And Faith, I think I have been as good as my 


word; the Devil's in't if ”w don't know what to truſt 
do nov. 


| Stals 
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= _ Stale. Ah! thou art a Fellow of ſweet Principles! 1 
5 I know what you want, you want to put me ina Fit, do 
- 8 but I'll do my beſt to keep it down. [' Sobbing.] Oh! 
ow it heaves! how it heaves here! Dear Clever, eaſe my 
They, quickly, or I ſhall drop down, I am not able to 
bear it. | 
Cler. Nay, Madam, he's 2 moſt perſ lious Wretch, that? 3 
certain,z but ſince you ſee there's no good to be done 
with him, you had much better retire before you fall in- 
to a freſh Diſorder; you ll 7 give him an occaſion of 
a malicious Grin, 
. Clev. Mr. Clerimont tells you true; theſe ratle-headed 
: young Fellows don't know how to value a diſcreet TY 
Paſſion. 
S tale. Ah, Clever, thou art certainly i in the ri ght. Pt 
leave him to his Flirt! Well, this is my Sfeench M: 1155 | 
tune of this kind ſince I have. been a Widow — 
But l'll retire into the Country this inſtant Pm tale l. 
and mind good Books, and making Sweet meats end Salves, 
= * never truſt in a Man of five and twenty again. 
_ Friend. And will ſhe of? Will the dear Creature go? 
ä [Exit Lady Stale. 


Ang. Well, Pl forex you're a ar e = 


a I'll vow I have a good mind to hate you. 
Triend. Wha', for x crllicing. all to you, you dear little, 
Creature! 
Ang. Be quiet, can't you! Dor't you ſee my Father? 
Sir Tim. Well, Madam, you ſee your Power over your 
Rood Mr. Friendly, as this Lady has done you the | 
| honour to intercede for you, I declare I receive you 2s 
my Son-in-law, and will make g20d what I ſeabd to for 


muy Daughter's Fortune=-— I hope you are no Biter. 


Friend, A moſt profeſs'd Enemy to all Faols of that kind, 

Sir Tim. ] like you the better, you may come to good. 
Enter a Servant, | 

Ser. The Peaſant Gregory Grumble, who was impriſon'd | 


in the Cellar, notifies to your Worthineſs, that the Perſon. 


1 committed is the very real Eſquire Pinch, bis Maſter. 
Sir Iim. Ha! ſay'ſt thou! the Ci rcumſtance diſpleaſe'h. 
— Let him be releas' d, la am glad my Divghtes is not 


bitten 5 
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bitten, however — It muſt be of great Grief to his Parents 
to hear that he taketh unto Biting after this manner. 
PP 
Pinch, Look ye, Gentlemen and Ladies, this is e mighty : 
fine, very exceeding fine; here have Gregory and I been put 
in a Cellar among ld Shees, broken Bottles, and wicker 
Baskets, for no manner of ſubſtantial reaſon in the Earth. 
Sir Tim, Young Gentleman, the Diſaſter has been of your 
_ own ſecking. I am ſorry to ſay it, but tho? you were ten 
times the Son of my Friend Sir Peter Pinch, and a Biter, | 
I wou'd not affy my Daughter to yu. 5 
Pinch, Ha!—— You may take your Daughter and flop 
your — I woud'n't marry her an ſhe were a Cherubin, 
__ Mar, For ought l ſee tis well the matter has hapoen'd rl 
as it has, ſince the only one thing that ever Sir Timothy | 
and Mr. Pinch could have agreed 1 in, wou'd haye been in 
not liking one another. 2 
Pinch. Well erhaps 't was, and perhaps twan d, Mam 
i Look ye, I delt re you not to concern your ſelf about me, 
I chat concern my ſelf about you, . N 
Mar. Why this is all right again, for we are certainly 4 
agreed as to that matter too; however I promile to wear 
= Willow for your ſake, when I hear you are ſped. _ 
Pinch. Well, well, you may wear what you pleaſe, I 
_ en | know what your Husband will wear, tweet Mar 
dam Nin ble- Chop. 
Mar. Don't be in a Choler, and ol bring you acquaint- 
cd with my Husband. Sir Timothy, it is ſome time ſince 
that I have had a very particular Eſteem for your Family. : 
Sir Tim, Madam, you confer Honour. Wh 
Mar. And in order to make my ſelf a Part of it, about 
a Weck ago 1 Was 8 to this Gentleman, your Ne- 
„ P [Painting to Clerimont. 
Sir Im. Howe, to my Nephevy | 1 oh thou moſt 2 
_ ous! is it poſſible ? . 
Cler. The thing is moſt certainly 6. Sir. . : 
Sir Iim. Is it fo, Sir? why then the fich is all falle, 
| there | is nothing but oh, 
0 


Piach. Bite! Walks art t 
= Tow, ha! 1 


u * at TR O14 Boy, Old 
Sir Tim, | 


— 


2 - 
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Sir Tim. Get thee cut of my Doors this Minute, ther 


© moſt egregious wretched Puppy. or I will fo batter that 


Scull of thine - 


Pinch. Hold, keep the Pinot = the away his Stick — | 
what d'ye mean, ha! what wou'd you be at? d'ye think 


Heads are made. for nothing but to be broke? Very pret- ; 


ty Sport, truly. 


Mar, Come, Sir T imot y be pacifyd; 1 fanſy we ſhall 


HE agree much better as Uncle and Niece, than as Man and 
Wife. 5 


Sir Tim. Oh thou falle creature I am enrag'd, and 


wiſh all the Weſtern World was on Fire But lll 13 
take Poſt for the Eaſt-Indies this Inſtant, and ea . 


verſe with Man, Woman, or Child again, that was born 


on this ſide the Cape of Good hope. Exit Sir Tim. 33 
. Clev. Let him go; we ſhall find ſome way to nr _ 
him, I warrant you, when the firſt Heat is over. 


Short are the paſſionate Fits of Love, and Rage, 
Which warm the fickly Veins of leeble Age. 
And tho' the Flane 
Blaze out, and for a Moment ſeems to riſe, : 
Tet ſoon the F vel lain, and then it dies, 
n omnes. | 
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